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PREFATORY NOTICE. 


The difficulty of framing titles for books—such as shall 
adequately indicate their separate purposes and functions, 
whilst, at the same time, offering some colourable air of 
novelty, is sufficiently understood. But the full pressure 
of that difficulty, as it sometimes exists, and as, in fact, it 
exists in the case immediately before us, is but imperfectly 
appreciated. Where certain elements have been from the first 
intended to take their station, side by side, in the same 
volume, they will have been trained artificially beforehand 
into a fitness for co-membership in a whole. But the diffi¬ 
culty is prodigiously aggravated when the separate parts, 
that arc suddenly and unexpectedly required to cohere into 
a systematic whole, arose originally upon casual and discon¬ 
nected impulses, without any view to final convergement, 
or any reference whatever to a ecntral principle. The 
difficulty, iu extreme cases of this nature, ripens into an 
impossibility. Where there are absolutely no points of 
logical contact, it becomes a*mcre fantastic chase after a 
rainbow to pursue any comprehensive title such as can 
override the whole. In a case of that nature some in¬ 
dulgence may1)e reasonably challenged ; and a dispensation 
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claimed from that rigour of logic which would otherwise 
govern the case. 

The writers here represented as Leaders in Literature, 
the reader will understand to be Herodotus, Plato, and 
Pope. 4-11 of them hold the rank of leaders de facto : in 
what degree that of leaders also de jare^ or virtually such 
by any large and durable influence upon the thoughts and 
feelings of past and coming generations, may be doubted, 
at least with respect to that one of them, viz, Plato, who 
at present seems protected the most by a superstitious 
reverence; for all reverence must be looked on as supersti- 
tious which is guaranteed neither by disinterested and 
adequate authority, nor by personal acquaintance with its 
object. The readers of Plato, if such a class anywhere 
exists, must be aware of his profound failure in an attempt 
to explore the etymology of a few Giecian words. Such a 
failure, considering the et 3 anological resources then at the 
command of Greek philology, was inevitable. It is no 
subject for blame. But not the less it suggests, as its own 
direct consequence, what h a subject for the heaviest, viz., 
the obstinate vassalage to jjurcly verbal fancies, which is 
continually a fruitful source of eriing and misleading specu¬ 
lation to Plato. In the last book of The liepuhlic we have 
a lively instance of this. Plato there argues two separate 
questions : first, the'-’Immortality of the Soul (more elabo 
rately treated in the Fhoedo); secondly, the grounds upon 
which he expelled the Poets, and Homer beyond all otheis, 
from his immaculate Commonwealth. Of this ideal Com¬ 
monwealth it is sufficient to say, that the one capital vice 
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which has ruined Asia, and laid her (speaking generally) a 
contemptible and helpless victim at the feet of Christendom, 
viz., polygamy and sexual eflFeminacy, carried to the last 
conceivable excesses, is by Plato laid down deliberately as the 
basis of his social system. And, as if this were not enough, 
infanticide is superadded as the crown and glorifying 
aureola of the whole diabolical economy. After this, the 
reader will feel some curiosity to learn what it is by which 
the Poets could signalize their immorality in Plato’s eyes. 
The Platonic reason assigned for tabooing the Iliad and 
Odyssey^ and the whole of the Tragic drama, is this: and it 
will be seen that the first manifestation of the evil redressed 
lies in the scenic poets, but the fountain of the offence 
lies in Ilonicr. Tragedy, says Plato, seeks as its main 
object to extort tears and groans from the audience in 
sympathy with the distress on the stage. Well, why not ? 
Because there is some obligation (where seated, or by wliom 
enacted, Plato is careful to conceal) which makes such 
sympathy, or such expressions of sympathy, improper. 
But in what way improper ? The insinuation is—as being 
effeminate, and such as men rightly seek to hide. Here, 
then, we have, as the main legislatorial sanction and rule 
of conduct, a sensitive horror of indecorum. And the 
supposed law, or rule, to which Plato appeals for his 
justification, is a pure verbal chimera, without even a 
plausible ground. And for such a reason the sole noble 
revelation of moral feeling in Grecian poetry is laid 
under an interdict. But why is Homer compromised 
by this interdict ? Simply on the ground (a most 



X 


PRErATOKY NOTICE. 


false one) that he is originally answerable for the 
dramatic stories employed by the scenic poets. Now, 
in order to show the careless reading of Plato, it is 
sufficient to remark briefly, that a large proportion of 
the Greek tragedies move by teiTor, by horror, by sym¬ 
pathy with the unknown mysteries surrounding human 
nature, and are of a nature to repel tears ; and that for 
three out of four such ground-works of the tragic poetry 
Homer is noways responsible. It is also altogether over¬ 
looked by Plato that in the grandeur of the choral 
music, in the mazes of the symbolic dances, and in the 
awful magnitude of the spectacle (spectacle and spectators 
taken as a whole), a provision is made for elevating the 
miinl far above the region of efleminate sensibilities. Mil- 
ton, with his Christian standard of purity and holiness, 
found that beyond measure noble which Plato, the organizer 
of polygamy and wholesale infanticide, rejects as immoral! 

The traditional errors affecting literature, which it is 
something oven to indicate, are these :— 

Fit'st ,—^Tlic inadequate distinction made (together with 
its consequences) between the Literature of Power, on the 
one hand, and the Literature of Knowledge, on the other. 

Secondly ^—The imbecility of that critical canon pi.-- 
V9,iling through the last 15p years, which has referred tlie 
poetry of Dry den and Pope to an imaginary French School.* 


* “ In the interest ” (to nse a slang phrase just now coming into 
currency) of enlightened patriotism, and secondly, in the interest of 
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Thirdly ^—The poverty of conception, which has sought 
the characteristic distinction of Pope, in some supposed 
quality of ccn'i'ectness. 

- • - 

truth, an Englishman must rejoice upon seeing such a ridiculous pre¬ 
tension reduced to its own windy value ; but not, thirdly, in the 
interest of Pope. For, if ever man deserved to sufler by an injurious 
falsehood, it was surely that man who had piloted ami opened a 
channel for such a falsehood by a forerunning falsehood of liis own ; 
and that man was Pope. He, upon the meanest and shallowest of 
temptations, viz., simjily to bring a celebrated Latin passage within 
easy reach of a plausible English parody, wrote, printed, and pub¬ 
lished, the very wildest, grossest, most extra\agant fiction tl^at ever 
the mythologists of Fairy-land have coined, or hnciciit nurse has 
chanted to believing infants. Credulity is among the simple graces 
of infancy ; and if wo, the litteratcuis of earth, could revolve into that 
happy stage of life, wc should find a pure delight in Pope’s version of 
the Iloratian Epistle which contains the passage beginning 

" Grsocia capta ferum victorem cepit, et artes 
IntuLt agresti Latio. ” 

\i.c.y Greece being made captive, in her tuni made captive her savage 
conqueror, and thus introduced the arts into uncultured Latium.J 
Poi)e, on reading this, was struck with a lively impression of the eflect 
likely to be attained by running a parallel to the ancient case as be¬ 
tween Greece matched against Eome, and the modern case as between 
Fr.ince matched against England. One section of such a parallel was 
really provided by prosaic history. No need for romance in this stage 
of tho parallel. Eorac had conquered Greece : doubt there could be 
none that England had conquered France, and had seated two of her 
kings on the French throne. So far all was sound and weather-proof. 
Now, if it could but be added, that France, like Greece, had been 
found by her conqueror equipped with a full-blown literature, which 
the illiterate victor had carried back to his own home, in that case, how 
beautiful a relicarsal of the fifteenth century after Christ lay liid in tho 
second and third centuries before Christ. Unhappily, no syllable of 
all this could bo found in history, even when written by Frenchmen, 
But Pope, resolute that ho would not be baulked of his showy parallel 
by any scoundrel of a truth-seeker, recollected in time—that what he 
could not find, he might forge. And thus arose the monstrous fiction 
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FouHhlyj —^The illogical and contradictory idea of what 
is called Didactic . Poetry. This teaching (or didactic) 
function is generally understood to constitute the charac¬ 
teristic and differential distinction of didactic po«try j and 
that idea has sometimes misled the critic, but still more 
has misdirected the poet. Upon attentive reflection it 
will be seen that the function of teaching is not the 
power in such poetry, but the resistance to be overcome; 
that it is not hy teaching that didactic poetry moves, 

but in spite of teaching. 

___ * ___ 

of a French literature antecedent to Agincourt (1415), and a literature 
which served as a model to England 1 It is pleasant to consider upon 
what English poet’s fame this fable would chiefly have operated inju- 
riously. Retiibutive would have been the punishment to Pope, if it 
had been argued by a IVenchman—“ How can this man pretend to 
evade the charge of belonging to a French school, who himself de¬ 
rived all English literature from a supposed French literature at the 
very opening of the fifteenth century—a period which wo French re¬ 
gard as entirely barbarous. But observe—according to the candid 
Pope, the barbarism of France sufficed for the culture of England! ” 
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threatening to cudgel anybody who disputes his friend’s 
assertion ; yet sometimes the thought expressed and adorned 
by the poet had been prompted by the divine. This only 
can account for the savage crotchets, paradoxes, and conceits 
which disfigure Pope’s later edition of his satires. 

Truth, even of the most appreciable order, truth of 
history, goes to wreck continually under the perversities of 
Pope’s satire applied to celebrated men ; and as to the 
higher truth of philosophy, it W'as still less likely to survive 
amongst the struggles for striking effects and startling con¬ 
trasts. But worse by far are Pope’s satiric sketches of women, 
as carrying the same outrages on good sense to a far greater 
excess; and as these expose more brightly the false princi¬ 
ples on which he worked, and have really been the chief 
ground of tainting Pope’s memory with the reputation of a 
woman-hater (which he was not), they are worthy of sepa¬ 
rate notice. 

It is painful to follow a man of genius through a suc¬ 
cession of inanities descending into absolute nonsense, and 
of vulgar fictions sometimes terminating in brutalities. These 
are harsh words, but not harsh enough by half as applied 
to Pope’s gallery of female portraits. What is the key to 
his failure ? It is simply that, throughout this whole 
satiric section, not one word is spoken in sincerity of 
heart, or with any vestige of self-belief. The case was one 
of those so often witnessed, where either the indiscretion of 
friends, or some impulse of erring vanity in the writer, had 
put him upon undertaking a task in which he had too little 
natural interest to have either^ thought upon it with origi¬ 
nality, or observed iH)on it with fidelity. Sometimes the 
mere coercion of system drives a man into such a folly. He 
treats a subject which branches into A, B, and C. Having 
discussed A and B, upon which he really Aad something to 

B-VIII, 
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offer, he thinks it necessary to integrate his work by going 
forward to 0, on which he knows nothing at all, and, what 
is even worse, for which, in his heart, he cares nothing at 
all. Fatal is all falsehood. Nothing is so sure to betray 
a man into the abject degradation of self-exposure as pre¬ 
tending to a knowledge which he has not, or to an enthu¬ 
siasm which is counterfeit. By whatever mistake Pope 
found himself pledged to write upon the characters of 
women, it was singularly unfortunate that he had begun by 
denying- to women any characters at all. 

“ M:vtlcr too soft a lasting mark to bear, 

And best distinguished by black, brown, or fair." 

Well for him if he had stuck to that liberal doctrine : 
“ Least said, soonest mended.” And much ho could not 
easily have said upon a subject that he had pronounced 
all but a nonentity. In Van Troil's work, or in Horrebow’s, 
upon L^eland, there is a well-known chapter regularly booked 
in the index —Concerning the Unahes of Iceland. This is 
the title, the nmning rubric ; and the body of the chapter 
consists of these words—“ There ore no snakes in Ictdand.” 
That chapter is soon studied, and furnishes very little open¬ 
ing for foot-notes or supplements. Some people have 
thought that Mr. Van T. might, with advantage, have 
amputated this uiisiiaky chapter on snakes ; but, at least, 
nobody can accuse him of forgetting his own extermination 
of snakes from Iceland, and proceeding immediately to 
describe such horrible snakes as eye had never oehcld 
amongst the afflictions of J;he island. Snakes there are 
none, he had protested ; and, true to his w^ord, the faithful 
man never wanders into any descrij^tion of Icelandic snakes. 
Not so our satiric poet. He, with IMahomctan liberality, 
had denied characters (^e., souls) to women. “Most 
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women,” he says, “have no character at all;”* yet, for 
iill that, finding himself pledged to treat this very subject of 
female characters, ho introduces us to a museum of monsters 
in that department, such as few fancies could create, and no 
logic can rationally explain. What was he to do 1 He had 
entered upon a theme, he had pledged himself to a chase, 
on which, as the result has shown, he had not one solitaiy' 
thought—good, bad, or indifferent. Total bankruptcy was 
impending. Yet he was aware of a deep interest con¬ 
nected with this section of his satires ; and, to meet this 
interest, he invented what was pungent, when he found 
nothing to record which was true. 

It is a consequence of this desperate resource—this 
plunge into absolute fiction—that the true objection to 
Pope’s satiric sketches of the otlier sex ought not to arise 
amongst women, as the peoj)le that suffered by his malice, 
but amongst readers generally, as the people that suffered 
by his fraud. He has promised one thing, and done 
another. He has promised a chapter in the zoology of 
nature, and he gives us a chapter in the fabulous zoology 


* Py what might seem a filrange ovorsight, hut which, in fact, is 
a very natur.il ovorsiglU to one who w'as not uttering ono word in 
wJiich he seriously believed, Pope, in a prose note on verso 207, 
roundly asserts, “ that the particular characters of w'omcn aro more 
various than tho’sc of men.” It is no evasion of this insufferable 
contradiction, that he couples with the greater variety of cliarax^ters in 
women a greater uniformity in what he presumes to ho ihcir ruling 
passion. Even as to this ruling passion he cannot agreo with him¬ 
self for ten minutes; generally, he says, it is the lovo of pleasure; hut 
sometimes (as at verse 208) forgettiag this monotony, he ascribes to 
women a dualism of passions—love of pleasure, and love of power— 
which dualism of itself must be a source of self conflict, and, there¬ 
fore, of inexhaustible variety in character: 


" Those onlj fix'd, they first or last obey— 
The lore of pleaaure and the love o/flwajr," 



28 


POPE. 


of the herald’s college. A tigress is not much within 
ordinaiy experience, still there w such a creature ; and in 
default of a better choice, that is, of a choice settling on a 
more familiar object, we are content to accept a good de¬ 
scription of a tigress. We are reconciled ; but we are not 
reconciled to a description, however spirited, of a basilisk. 
A viper might do ; but not, if you please, a dragoness or a 
harpy. The describer knows, as well as any of us the 
spectators know, that he is romancing ; the incredulm odi 
ovennasters us all; and we cannot submit to be detained 
by a picture which, according to the shifting humour of the 
poet, angry or laughing, is a lie where it is not a jest, 
is an aflront to the truth of nature, where it is not con¬ 
fessedly an extravagance of drollery. In a playful fiction, 
wo can submit with pleasure to the most enormous exag¬ 
gerations ; but then they must be offered as such. These of 
Pope’s are not so ofiered, but as serious portraits ; and in 
that character they aflect us as odious and malignant libels. 
The malignity was not real,—as indeed nothing w’as real, 
but a condiment for hiding insipidity. Let us examine 
two or three of them, equally with a view to the possi¬ 
bility of the object described, and to the merits of tlic 
description. 

“ How soft is Si Ha! fearful to offend; 

Tho frail one’s advocate, the Aveak one’s friend. 

To her Calista proved her conduct nice ; 

And good Simplicius asks of her advice.” 

Here wo have the general outline of Silia’s character; 
not particularly striking, but intelligible. She has a suavity 
of disposition that accommodates itself to all infirmities. 
And the worst thing one apprehends in her is—falseness : 
people with such honeyed breath for present frailties, are apt 
to exhale their rancour upon them when a httle out of 
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hearing. But really now this is no foible of Silia’s. One 
likes her very well, and would be glad of her company^ 
tea. For the dramatic reader knows who Caliata is ; and 
if Silia has indulgence for her^ she must be a thoroughly 
tolerant creature. Where is her fault, then You shall 
hear— 

" Sudden she storms! she raves!—You ti]) the wink, 

But spare your c<'nsure ; Silia does vot drink. 

All eyes may sec from wliat the chtinge arose : 

All eyes may see—(sec wliat?)—a pimple on her nose.” 

Silia, the dulcet, is suddenly transformed into Silia the 
fury. But why h The guest replies to that question by 
winking at his fellow-guest; which most atrocious of vul¬ 
garities in act is expressed by the most odiously vulgar of 
phrases—he tips the wink—meaning to tip an insinuation 
that Silia is intoxicated. Not so, says the poet—drinking 
is no fault of hers—everybody may sec [why not the winker 
then ?] tliat what np.sets lier temper is a pimple on the 
nose. Let us understand yon, Mr. I’ope. A i)imp]o !— 
what, do you nu'an to say that pimples jumj^ up on ladies’ 
faces at the unfurling of a fan ? If they really did so in 
the 12th of George IL, and a lady, not having a i)imple on 
leaving her dressing-room, might grow one whilst taking 
tea, then we think that a saint might be excused for stonn- 
ing a little. But how is it that the wretch who winks 
doe%7zoi see the pimple, the causa teterrima of the sudden 
wrath ; and Silia, who has no looking-glass at her girdle, 
does ? And then who is it that Silia “ storms ” at—the 
company, or the pimple ? If •at the company, we cannot 
defend her ; but if at tlic pimple—oli, by all means—storm 
and welcome—she can’t say anything worse than it de¬ 
serves. Wrong or right, however, what moral does Silia 
#lustrate more profound tlian tliis—that a jjarticular lady. 
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otherwise very amiable, falls into a passion upon suddenly 
finding her face disfigured 1 But then one remembers the 
song—“Jl/y face is my fortune, sir, she said, sir, she said" 
—it is a part of every woman’s fortune, so long as she is 
young. Now to find one’s fortune dilapidating by changes 
so rapid as this—pimples rising as suddenly as April clouds 
—is far too trying a calamity, that a little fretfulness 
should merit cither reproach or sneer. Dr. Johnson’s 
opinion was, that the man who cared little for dinner, could 
not be reasonably supposed to care much for anything. 
More truly it may be said, that the woman who is reckless 
about her face must be an unsafe person to trust with a 
secret. But seriously, what moral, what philosophic 
thought can be cxemjilificd by a case so insipid, and so 
imperfectly explained as thi.s ? 

Next comes the case of Narcissa ;— 

“ ‘ Otlimis ! in woollen ? * 'Twould o saint provoke,’ 

Were iho lust words that poor Nan issa spoke. 

‘ No, let a charming chintz and Brussels lace 
Wrap my cold limbs and sha3c my lifeless fare; 

One would not sure be fiightful when one’s dead: 

And, Betty, give this cheek a little red.’ ” 

Well, what’s the matter now ? What’s amiss with Narcissa, 
that a satirist must be called in to hold an inquest upon 
the corpse, and take Betty’s evidence against her mistress ? 
Upon hearing any such question. Pope would have started 
up in the character (very unusual with huiij of religious 
censor, and demanded whether one approved of a ^’Oman’s 
fixing her last dying thought upon the attractions of a 
person so soon to dwell with darkness and worms ? Was 


* This refers to the Act of Parliament, then recent, for burying 
corpses in woollen, which greatly disturbed the fashionable costume 
in coffins comme it faat. ® 
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that right—to provide for coquetting in her coffin ? Why 
no, not strictly right, its impropriety cannot ho denied; 
but what strikes one even more is, the suspicion that it 
may be a lie. Be this as it may, there are two insurmount¬ 
able objections to the case of Narcissa, even supposing it 
not fictitious—viz., first, that so far as it ofleuds at all, it 
ofiends the religious sense, and not any sense of which 
satire takes charge; secondly, that without reference to the 
special functions of satire, any form of poetry whatever, 
or any mode of moral censure, concerns itself not at all 
with total anomalies. If the anecdote of Narcissa were 
other than a fiction, then it was a case too peculiar and 
idiosyncratic to furnish a })octic illustration ; neither moral 
philosophy nor poetiy condescends to the monstrous or the 
abnormal; both one and the other deal with the catholic 
and the representative. 

There is another Narcissa amongst Pope’s tulip-beds of 
ladies, who is even inore open to criticism—because offering 
not so much an jinoinaly in one single trait of her character, 
as an utter anarchy in all. Flavia and Vhilomede again 
present the same multitude of features with the same 
absence of all central principle for locking them into unity. 
They must have been distracting to themselves ; and they 
are distracting to us a century later. Philomede^ by the 
way, represents the second Duchess of Marlborough,* 
daughter of the great Duke. And these names lead us 

* The sons of the Duke having th’od in early youth, the title mid 
estates were so settled as to descend through this daughter, who mar¬ 
ried the Earl of Sunderland. In Consequence of this arrangement, 
Spencer^ the name of Lord Sunderland, displaced, until lately, the 
great name of Ckurchill; and die Earl became that second Duke 
vif Marlborougli, about whom Smollett tells us in his History of 
England (Reign of George II.} so remarkable and to t^is hour so 
-mysterious a story. 
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naturally to Sarah, the original, and (one may call her) the 
historical Duchess, who is libelled under the name of Atossa, 
Tliis character amongst all Pope’s satiric sketches has been 
celebrated the most, with the single exception of his Atticus, 
But the Atticus rested upon a different basis—it was true ; 
and it was noble. Addison really had the infirmities of 
envious jealousy, of simulated friendship, and of treacherous 
collusion with his friend’s enemies—which Pope imputed 
to him under the happy parisyllabic name of Atticus; and 
the mode of imputation, tlie tone of expostulation—indig¬ 
nant as regarded Pope’s own injuries, but yet full of respect 
for Addison, and even of sorrowful tenderness; all this in 
combination with the interest attached to a feud between 
two men so illustrious, has sustained the A as a classic 
remembrance in satii’ic literature. But the yl^oA’A-a is a 
mere chaos of incompatibilities, thrown together as into 
some witch’s cauldron. The witch, however, had some¬ 
times an unaffected malignity, a sincerity of venom in her 
wrath, which acted chemically as a solvent fijr combining 
the heterogeneous ingredients in her kettle; whereas the 
want of truth and earnestness in Pope leave the incon¬ 
gruities in his kettle of description to their natural inco¬ 
herent operation on the reader. We have a great love for 
the great Duchess of lilarlborough, though too young by a 
hundred years ■*' or so to have been that true and faithful 
friend which, as contemporaries, we might have been. 

What we love Sarah for, is partly that she has been 
ill used by all subsequent authors, one copying from another 


* Tho Duchess died in the same year as Pope, viz., just in time 
by a few months to miss tho Rebellion of 174.5, and tho second Pro 
tender; spectacles which for little reasons (vindictive or otherwise) 
both of them would have enjoyed until the spring of 1740, when their 
hour of hope passed away for ever. 
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a fuiy against her which even in the first of these authors 
w'as not real. And a second thing which we love is her 
very violence, qualified as it was. Sulphureous vapours of 
wrath rose up in columns from the crater of her tempes¬ 
tuous nature against him that deeply/ offended her, but she 
neglected petty wrongs. Wait, however, let the volcanic 
lava have time to cool, and all returned to absolute repose. 
It has been said that she did not write her own book. 
We arc of a different opinion. The mutilations of the book 
w^ere from other and inferior hands : but the main texture 
of the narrative and of the comments were, and must have 
been, from herself, since there could have been no adequate 
motive for altering them, and nobody else could have had 
the same motive for uttering them. It is singular that in 
the case of the Duchess, as well as that of the lady M. W. 
Montagu, the same two men without concert, were the original 
aggressors amongst the ge)is de jMime, viz.. Pope, and sub¬ 
sequently, next in the succession to him, Horace Walpole. 
Pope suffered more from his own libellous assault upon Atossa, 
through a calumny against himself rebounding from it, 
than Atossa could have done from the point-blank shot of 
fifty such batteries. The calumny circulated was, that he 
had been bribed by the Duchess with a thousand pounds 
to suj)press the character—which pocketing of a bribe of 
itself was bad enough ; but, as the consummation of base-# 
ness, it was added, that after all, in B})ite of the bribe, he 
caused it to be published. This calimmy we believe to 
have been utterly without foundation. It is repelled by 
Pope’s ch 4 racter, incapable of rfiny act so vile, and by his 
position, needing no bribes. But what we wish to add is, 
that the calumny is equally icpelled by Sarah’s character, 
incapable of any propitiation so abject. Pope wanted no 
thousand pounds ; but neither did Sarah want his clemency. 
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He would have rejected the £1000 cheque with scorn; 
but she would have scorned to offer it. Pope cared little 
for Sarah ; but Sarah cared nothing at all for Pope. 

What is offensive, and truly so, to every generous reader, 
may be expressed in two items : first, not pretending to 
have been himself injured by the Duches.s, Pope was in 
this instance meanly adopting some third person’s malice, 
which sort of intrusion into other people’s quarrels is a 
sycophantic act, even where it may not have rested upon 
a sycophantic motive ; secondly, that even as a second-hand 
malice it is jiot sincere. More shocking than the malice 
is the self-imposture of the malice : in the very act oi 
puffing out his cheeks like .dilolus, with ebullient fury, and 
conceiting himself to be in a passion perfectly diabolic. 
Pope is really unmoved, or angry only by favour of dys- 
pepsy ; and at a word of kind flattery from Sarah (whom 
he was quite the man to love), though not at the clink of 
her thousand guineas, he would have fallen at her feet, and 
kissed her beautiful hand with rapture. To enter a house 
of hatred as a junior partner, and to take the stock of 
malice at a valuation—(we coi>y from advertisements)— 
that is an ignoble act. But then how much worse in the 
midst of all this unprovoked wrath, real as regards the 
persecution which it meditates, but false as the flatteries of 
► a slave in relation to its pretended grounds, for the specta¬ 
tor to find its malice counterfeit, and the fury only a 
plagiarism from some personated fury in an opera. 

There is ,no tnith in Pope’s satiric sketches of ^vomen— 
not even ctdourable tmth; Jbiit if there were, how frivolous, 
how hollow, to erect into solemn monumental protestations 
against thq whole female sex what, if examined, turn out 
to be pure casual eccentricities, or else personal idiosyncra- 
cies, or else foibles shockingly caricatured, but, above all, 
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to be such foibles as could not have connected themselves 
with sincere feelings of indignation in any rational mind. 

The length and breadth [almost we might say—the 
depth] of the shallowness, which characterizes Pope’s Phi¬ 
losophy, cannot be better reflected than from the four well- 
known lines— 

“For raoJcB of faith let graceless zealots fight, 

Ifis can’t be wrong, whose life is in tho right; 

For forms of governmonl, let fools contest, 

Wluite’er is best atlmiuisterecl is best.” 

In the first couplet, what Pope says is, that a life, which 
is irreproachable on a human scjfle of appreciation, neutra¬ 
lizes and practically cancels all possible oiTors of creed, 
opinion, or theory. But this schism between the moral 
life of man and his jnoral faith, whicli takes for granted 
that either may possibly be true, whilst the other is entirely 
false, can w'ear a moment’s plausibility only by iindcrstaiid- 
iiig life in so limited a sense as the sum of a man’s external 
actions, appreciable by man. He whose life is in the right, 
cannot, says Pope, in any sense calling for blame, have a 
wrong faith ; that is, if his life were right, his cri-ed might 
be disregarded. But tlie answer is—that his life, accoiding 
to any adequate idea of life in a moral creature, cannot be 
in the right unless in so far as it bends to the influences of 
a true faith. How feeble a conception must that man have 
of the infinity which lurks in a human spirit, who can 
persuade himself that its total capacities of life are ex¬ 
haustible by the few gross acts incident to social relations 
or open to human valuation Aii act., which may be 
necessarily limited and without opening for variety, may 
involve a large variety of motives—motives again, meaning 
grounds of action that are distinctly recognised for such, 
may (numerically speaking) amount to nothing at all when 
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compared with the absolutely infinite influxes of feeling or 
combinations of feeling that vary the thoughts of man ; 
and the true internal cfcts of moral man are his thoughts— 
his yearnings—his aspirations—his sympathies—or repul 
sions of heart. This is the life of man as it is appreciable 
by heavenly eyes. The scale of an alphabet—how narrow 
is that! Four or six and twenty letters, and all is finished 
Syllables range through a wider compass. Words are yet 
more than syllables. But what are words to thouglits? 
Every^word htis a thouglit corresponding to it, so that not 
by BO much as one solitary counter can the words outrun 
the thoughts. But cvciy thought has not a word corre¬ 
sponding to it : so that the thoughts may outrun the words 
by many a thousand counters. In a developed nature they 
do so. But what are the tlioughts when set against tne 
modifications of thoughts by feelings, liidden even from him 
that feels them—or against the inter-combinations of such 
modifications with others—complex with complex, de¬ 
complex with decomplex—these can be unravelled by no 
liumaii eye ! This is the infinite music that God only can 
read upon the vast harp of the human heart. Some have 
fiincicd that musical combinations might in time be ex- 
liausted. A new Mozart might be impossible. All that 
ho could do might already have been done. Music laughs 
at ihaff as the sea lauglis at palsy, as the morning laughs 
at old age and wrinkles. But a bar]), though a world in 
itself, is hut a narrow world in comparison with the world 
of a huiiiaii heart. 

Now these thoughts, tiifcturcd subtly with the perfume 
and colouring of liunian affections, make up the sum of 
what merits Kar' the name of /(/e; and these in a 

vast proportion depend for their possibilities of truth upni’ 
the degree of approach which the thinker makes to the 
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appropriation of a pure faith. A man is tliinking all day 
long, and putting thoughts into words : he is acting com¬ 
paratively seldom. But are any man's thoughts brought 
into conformity with the openings to truth that a faith 
like the Christian’s faith suggests? Far from it. Pro¬ 
bably there never was one thought, from the foundation of 
the earth, that has passed tlirough the mind of man, which 
did not offer some blemish, some son’owful shadow of pollu¬ 
tion, when it came up for review before a heavenly tribunal; 
that is, supposing it it thought entangled at all with human 
interests or human passions. But it is the in which the 
thoughts move that determines the stage of moral advance¬ 
ment. So long as we are human, many among the nume¬ 
rous and evanescent elements that enter (half-observed oi 
not observed at all) into our thoughts, cannot he tainted. 
But the governing, the predominant element it is which 
gives the character and tendency to the thought; and 
this must become such, must become a governing element, 
through the tpiality of the ideas deposited in the heart by 
the quality of the religious laith. One pointed illustration 
of this suggests itself from another poem of Pope’s, in 
which he reiterates his shallow doctrine. In his Universal 
Prayer he informs us, that it can matter little whether we 
pray to Jehovah or to Jove, so long as in either case we 
pray to the First Cause. To contemplate God under that 
purely ontological relation to the world, would have little 
more operative value for wdiat is most important in man 
than if he prayed to Gravitation. And it would have been 
Ijiorc honest in Pope to say, as Virtually he has said in the 
couplet under exammation, th§t it can matter little whether 
man prays at all to any being. It deepens the scandal of this 
sentiment, coming from a poet professing Christianity, that 
a clergyman (holding preferment in the English Church), 
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viz., Dr. Joseph Warton, justifies Pope for this Pagan 
opinion, upon the ground that an ancient philosopher had 
uttered the same opinion long before. What sort of 
philosopher 1 A Cliristian 1 No : but a Pagan. What 
then is the value of the justification 1 To a Pagan it 
could be no blame that he should avow a reasonable 
Pagan doctrine. In Irish phrase, it was “ true for him.'^ 
Amongst gods that wore all utterly alienated from any 
scheme of moral government, all equally remote from 
the executive powers for sustaining *60011 a government, 
so long as there was a practical anarchy and rivalship 
amongst themselves, there could bo no sufficient reason 
for addressing vows to one rather than to another. The 
whole pantheon collectively couhl do nothing for moral 
influences; d fortiori, no separate individual amongst them. 
Pope indirectly confesses this elsewhere by his own impas¬ 
sioned expression of Christian feelings, though imiDlicitly 
denying it here by his mere understanding. For he rever¬ 
berates eLsewhcrc, by deep echoes, that power in Chris¬ 
tianity, which even in a legendary tale he durst not on 
mere })rinciples of good sense and taste have ascribed to 
Paganism. For instance, how could a God, having no 
rebellion to complain of in man, pretend to any occasion of 
large forgiveness of man, or of framing means for recon¬ 
ciling this forgiveness with his own attribute of perfect 
holiness 1 What room, therefore, for ideals of mercy, ten¬ 
derness, long-suffering, under any Pagan religion—under 
any worship of Jove ? How again from gods, disfigured by 
fleshly voluptuousness in every mode, could any counte¬ 
nance hi derived to an awful ideal of purity ? Accordingly# 
we find, that even among th^l^omans (the most advanced, 
as regards moral principle, of all heathen nations) neither 
the deep fountain of benignity, nor that of purity, was 
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uusealed in man’s ])cart So mucli of cither was sanctioned 
as could fall within the purposes of the magistrate, hut 
beyond that level neither fountain could have been per¬ 
mitted to throw up its column of water, nor could, in 
fact, have had any impulse to sustain it in ascending; and 
not merely because it would have been repressed by ridi¬ 
cule as a deliration of the human mind, but also because it 
wouy have been frowned upon gravely by the wry prin¬ 
ciple of the Roman polit}', as wandering away from chic 
objects. Even for so much of these great restorative ven¬ 
tilations as Rome enjoyed, she was indebted not to her 
religion, but to elder forces acting in spite of her religion, 
viz., the oiigiiial law written u])oii the human heart. Now, 
on the other hand, Christianity has left a separate system 
of ideals amongst men, which (as regards their develop¬ 
ment) arc continually growing in authority. Waters, after 
whatever course of wandering, rise to the level of their 
origiind spring.s. Christianity lying so fur above all other 
fountains of religious infhiein^e, no w'onder that its irriga¬ 
tions rise to altitudes otherwise unknown, and from which 
the distribution to every level of society beconu'S compara¬ 
tively easy. Those men are reached oftentimes—choosing 
or not choosing—by the healing streams, who have not 
sought them nor even re(U)gnised them. Infidels of the 
inost determined class talk in Christian lands the morals of 
Christianity, and exact that morality with their hearts, con¬ 
stantly mistaking it for a morality co-extensive with man ; 
and why ? Simply from having been moulded unawares 
by its universal pressure through infancy, childhood, inan- 
•hood, in the nursery, in the scliool, in the market-place. 
Pope liiinself, not by system or by affectation an infidel, 
nor in any coherent sense a doubter, but a careless aiyl 
indolent assenter to such doctrines of Christianity as his 
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own Church prominently put forward, or as social respect* 
ability seemed to enjoin,—Pope, therefore, so far a very luke¬ 
warm Christian, was yet unconsciously to himself searched 
profoundly by the Christian types of purity. This we may 
read in his 

“ Hark, the herald angols say, 

Sister spirit, come away!” 

Or, again, as some persons read the great lessons of spiritual 
ethics more pathetically in those that have transgressed 
them than in those that have been faithful to the end— 
read them in the Blagdalcn that fades away in penitential 
tears rather than in the virgin mart 3 /T triumphant on the 
scaffold—we may see in his own Eloisa, and in her fighting 
with the dread powers let loose upon her tempestuous soul, 
how profoundly Pope also had drunk from tho streams of 
Christian sentiment through \>vhioh a new fountain of truth 
had ripened a new vegetation upon earth. What was it that 
Eloisa fought with ? What power afflicted her trembling 
nature, that any Pagan religions could have evoked ? The 
human love “ the nympliolepsy of the fond despair,” might 
have existed in a Vestal Virgin of ancient Rome : but in 
tho Vestal what counter-influence could have come into 
conflict with the passion of love through any operation 
whatever of religion ? None of any ennobling character 
that could reach the Vestal’s own heart. The way in which 
religion connected itself with the case was through a tradi¬ 
tional superstition—not built upon any fine spiritual sense of 
female chastity as dear to heaven—but upon a gross fear 
of alienating a tutelary goddess by offering an imperfect 
sacrifice. This sacrifice, the sacrifice of the natural house¬ 
hold * charities in a few iiyured women on the altar of tho 


' The Vestals not only renonneed marriage, at least for those 
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goddess, was selfish in all its stages—selfish in the dark 
deity that could be pleased by the sufferings of a human 
being simply as sufferings, and not at all under any fiction 
that they were voluntary ebullitions of religious devotion— 
selfish in the senate and people who demanded these suffer¬ 
ings as a ransom paid through sighs and tears for their 
ambition—selfish in the Vestal herself, as sustained alto¬ 
gether by fear of a punishment too terrific to face, sustained 
therefore by the meanest principle in her nature. But in 
Eloisa how grand is the collision between deep religious 
aspirations and the persecuting phantoms of her undying 
liuman passion ! Tlie Vestal feared to be walled up alive 
—abandoned to the pangs of hunger—to the trepidations 
of darkness—to the echoes of her own lingering groans— 
to the torments perhaps of frenzy rekindling at intervals the 
decaying agonies of flesh. Was that what Eloisa feared 1 
Punishment she had none to apprclie.nd : the crime was 
past, and remembered only by the criminals : there wjis 
none to accuse but herself: there was none to judge but 
God. Wherefore should Eloisa fear ? Wherefore and with 
what shoidd she fight ? She fought by turns against her¬ 
self and against God, against her human nature and against 
her spiritual yearnings. How grand were the mysteries of 
her faith, how gracious and forgiving its condescensions ! 
How deep had been her human love, how imjierishable its 
remembrance on earth ! “ What is it,” the Homan Vestal 

would have said, “ that this Christian lady is afraid of 
What is the phantom that she seems to see?” Vestal! it 
is not fear, but grief She sees an immeasurable heaven 
that seems to touch her eyes : so near is she to its love. 

years in wliieh niarriagr, toidd be a natural blessing, but also left their 
fathers’ houses at an a^e the most trying to the human heart as 
regards the pangs of separation. 

\\ 2 * 
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Suddenly, an Abelard—the glory oi' his race—appears, that 
seems to touch her lips. The heavens recede and diminish 
to a starry point twinkling in an unfathomable abyss ; they 
arc all but lost for her. Fire, it is in Eloisa that searches 
fire : the holy that fights with the earthly ; fire that cleanses 
with fire that consurnes : like cavalry the two fires ^heel 
and countciwhccl, advancing and retreating, charging and 
countercharging through and through each other. Eloisa 
trembles, but she trembles as a guilty creature before a 
tribunal unveiled within the secrecy of her own nature: 
there was no such trembling in the heathen worlds, for 
there was no such secret tribunal. Eloisa fights with a 
shadowy enemy : there was no such fighting for Eoman 
Vestals : because all the temples of our earth (which is the 
crowned Vesta), no, nor all the glory of her altars, nor all 
the pomp of her cmcltics, could cite from the depths of a 
human spirit any such fearful shadow as Christian faith 
evokes from an atfiietcd conscience. 

Pope, therefore, wheresoever his heart speaks loudly, 
shows how deep had been his early impressions from 
Christianity. That is shown in his intimacy with Crashaw, 
in his Eloisa, in his Messiah, in his adaptation to Christian 
purposes of the Dying Adrian, &c. It is remarkable, also, 
that Pope betrays, in all pla(;cs where he has occasion to 
argue about Christianity, how much grander and more 
faithful to that great theme were the subconscious percep¬ 
tions of his heart than the expheit commentaries of his 
understanding. He, like so many others, was unable to read 
or interpret tho testimonies of his own heart, an unfathomed 
deep over which diviner agencies brood than are legible to 
the intellect. The cipher written on his heaven-visited heart 
was deeper than his understanding could interpret. 

If the question were asked. What ought to have been 
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the best among Pope’s poems ? most people would answer, 
the Essay on Man. If the question were asked, What is 
the worst ? all people of judgment would say, the Essay on 
Man. Whilst yet in its rudiments, this poem claimed the 
first place by the promise of its subject; when finished, by 
the utter failure of its execution, it fell into the Ijist. The 
case possesses a triple interest—first, as illustrating the 
character of Pope modified by liis situation ; secondly, as 
illustrating the true nature of that “ didactic ” poetry to 
which this particular poem is usually referred ; tliirdly, as 
illustrating the anomalous condition to which a poem so 
grand in its ambition has been reduced by thjj double dis¬ 
turbance of its proper movement \ one disturlmiice through 
the position of Pope, another through his total misconcep¬ 
tion of didactic poetry. First, as regards Pope’s position, 
it may seem odd—but it is not so—that a man’s social 
position should overnde his intellect. The scriptural de¬ 
nunciation of riches, as a snare to any man that is striving 
to rise above worldly views, applies not at all less to the in¬ 
tellect, and to any man seeking to ascend by some aerial 
arch of fliglit above ordinary intellectual efforts. Riches 
arc fatal to tliose continuities of energy without wliich 
tl^c is no success of that magnitude. Pope had £800 a 
y^. Thot seems not so much. No, certainly not, sup- 
})Osing a wife and six children : but by accident Pope had 
no wife and no children. He was luxuriously at his case ; 
and this accident of his position in life fell in with a con¬ 
stitutional infirmity that predisposed him to indolence. 
Even his religious faith, by shutting him out from those 
public employments which else his great friends would have 
been too happy to obtain for him, aided his idleness, or 
sometimes invested it with a false character of conscientious 
oelf-deniaL He rfierished his religion too certainly as a 
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plea for idleness. The result of all this was, that in hfs 
habits of thinking and of study (if ^udy we can call a 
style of reading so desultory as /m), Pope became a pure 
dilettante; in his intellectual eclecticism he was a mere 
epicure, toying with the delicacies and varieties of litera- 
ture ; revelling in the first bloom of moral speculations, 
but sated immediately j fastidiously retreating from all 
that threatened labour, or that exacted continuous atten¬ 
tion ; fathoming, throughout all his vagrancies amongst 
books, no foundation ; filling up no chasms ; and with all 
his fertility of thought expanding no germs of new life. 

This careg: of luxurious indolence was the result of early 
luck which made it possible, and of bodily constitution 
which made it tempting. And when we remember his 
youthful introduction to the highest circles in the metro¬ 
polis, where he never lost his footing, wo cannot wonder 
that, without any sufficient motive for resistance, he should 
have sunk passively under his constitutional propensities, 
and should have fluttered amongst the flower-beds of litera¬ 
ture or philosophy far more in the character of a libertine 
butterfly for casual enjoyment, than of a hard-working bee 
pursuing a premeditated purpose. 

Such a character, strengthened by such a situation, w(Md 
at any rate have disqualified Pope for composing a v^k 
severely philosophic, or where philosophy did more than 
throw a coloured light of pensiveness upon some sentimen¬ 
tal subject. If it were necessary that the philosophy 
should enter substantially into the very texture of 
the poem, furnishing its interest and prescribing its 
movement, in that case Pope’s combining and theorizing 
faculty would have shrunk as from the labour of building 
a pyramid. And wo to him where it did not^ as really 
happened in the case of the Essay ou Man For his 
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faculty of execution was under an absolute necessity of 
shrinking in horror from the enormous details of such an 
enterprise to which so rashly he had pledged himself. He 
was sure to find himself, as find himself he did, landed in 
the most dieadful embarrassment upon reviewing his own 
work. A work which, when finished, was not even be¬ 
gun ; whose arches wanted their key-stones ; whose parts 
had no coherency ; and whose pillars, in the very moment 
of being thromi open to public view, were already crumbling 
into ruins. This utter prostration of Pope in a work so 
ambitious as an Essay on Man—a prostration predeter¬ 
mined from the first by the personal circumstances wdiich 
we have noticed—was rendered still more irresistible, in 
the second place, by the general misconception in which 
Pope shared as to the very meaning of “ didactic ” poetry. 
Upon which point wo pause to make an exposition of our 
own views. 

What is didactic poetiy ? What docs “ didactic ” mean 
when applied as a distinguishing epithet to such an idea as 
a poem ? The predicate destroys the subject: it is a case 
of what logicians call contradictio in adjecto —the unsaying 
by means of an attribute the very thing which is the sub- 
je(^of that attribute you have just affirmed. No poetiy 
can have the function of teaching. It is impossible that a 
variety of species should contradict the very purpose which 
contradistinguishes its genus. The several species differ 
partially ; but not by the whole idea which differentiates 
their class. Poetry, or any one of the fine arts (all of which 
alike speak through the genial nature of man and his ex¬ 
cited sensibilities), can teach only as nature teaches, as 
forests teach, as the sea teaches, as infancy teaches, viz., 
by deep impulse, by hieroglyphic suggestion. Their teach¬ 
ing is not direct or explicit, but lurking, implicit, masked in 
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deep incarnations. To teach formally and professedly, is 
to abandon the very differential character and principle of 
poetry. If poetry could condescend to teach anything, it 
would be truths moral or religious. But even these it can 
utter only through symbols and actions. The great moral, 
for in.stance, the last result of tlie Paradise Lost, is once 
formally announced, viz., to jmtify the ways of God to man; 
but it teaches itself only by diffusing its lesson through the 
entire poem in the total succession of events and purposes : 
and even this succession teaches it only when the whole is 
gathered into unity by a reflex act of meditation ; just as the 
pulsation of the physical heart can exist only when all the 
parts in an animal system arc locked into one organization. 

To address the insaJated understanding is to lay aside 
the Pr()S[)cro’s robe of poetry. The objection, therefore, to 
didactic poetry, iis vulgarly understood, would be fatal even 
if there were none but this logical objection derived from 
its definition. To be in self-contradiction is, for any idea 
whatever, .sufficiently to destroy itself. But it betrays a 
more obvious and practical contradiction when a little 
searehed. If the true purpose of a mhn’s writing a didac¬ 
tic poem were to teach, by what suggestion of idiocy should 
he choo.se to begin by putting on fetters ? wherefore .sh^ld 
the simple man volunteer to handcuff and manacle himself, 
were it only by the ('ucumbrances of metre, and perhajis of 
rhyme 1 But these ho will find the very least of his en 
cuinbranccs. A far greater exists in the shceft necessity of 
omitting in any poem a vast variety of details, aod even 
capital sections of the subject, unless they will bend to pur¬ 
poses of ornament. Now this collision between two pur- 
pose.s, the purpose of use in mere teaching, and the purpose 
of poetic delight, shows, by the uniformity of its solution, 
which of the two is the true purpose, and which the merely 
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ostensible purpose. Had the true purpose been instruction, 
the moment that this was found incompatible with a poetic 
treatment, as soon as it was seen that the sound education 
o£ the reader-pupil could not make way wiHiout loitering to 
gather poetic flowers, the stern cry of “ duty” would oblige 
the poet to remember that he had dedicated himself to a 
didactic mission, and that he differed from other poets, as a 
monk from other men, by his vows of self-siin*eiider to 
harsh ascetic functions. But, on the contrary, in the very 
teeth of this rule, wherever such a collision does really 
, take place, and one or other of the supposed objects must 
give way, it is always the vulgar object of teaching (the 
pedagogue’s object) which goes to the rear, whilst the 
higher object of poetic emotion moves on triumphantly. In 
reality not one didactic poet has ever yet attempted to use 
any parts or i)rocesscs of the particular art which ho made 
his theme, unless in so far as they seemed susceptible of 
poetic treatment, and only because they sec'ined so. Look 
at the poem of Cgder^ by Philips, of the Fleece by Dyer, 
or (which is a still weightier example) at the Georgies of 
Virgil,—does any of these poets show the least anxiety for 
the correctness of your principles, or the delicacy of your 
manipulations in the worshipful arts they affect to teach 1 
No ; but they pursue these arts through every stage that 
offers any attractions of beauty. And in the very teeth of 
all anxiety for teaching, if there existed traditionally any 
very absurd "way of doing a thing which ha])pcncd to be 
eminently picturescpic, and if, opposed to this, there were 
some improved mode that had recommended itself to poetic 
hatred by being dirty and ugly, the poet (if a good one) 
would pretend never to have heard of this disagreeable im¬ 
provement. Or if obliged, by some rival poet, not abso¬ 
lutely to ignore it, he would allow that such a thing could 
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be done, but hint that it was hateful to the Muses or 
Graces, and very likely to breed a pestilence. 

This subordination of the properly didactic function to 
the poetic, whidi leaves the old essential distinction of 
poetry [viz., its sympathy with the genial motions of man’s 
lieart] to override all accidents of special variation, and 
shows that the es.scnce of poetry never can be set aside 
by its casual modifications,—will be compi-omised by some 
loose thinkers, under the idea that in didactic poetry the 
element of inatniction ls, in fact, one element, though subor¬ 
dinate and secondary. Not at ^11. What we are denying 
is, that the element of instruction enters at all into didactic 
poetry. The subject of the Georgies, for instance, is Rural 
Economy as practised by Italian farmers : but Virgil not 
only omits altogether innumerable points of instruction 
insisted on as articles of rel'g’ous necessity by Varro, Cato, 
Columella, &c., but, even as to those instructions which he 
does communicate, he is careless whether they arc made 
teclinically intelligible or not. lie takes very little pains 
to keep you from capital mistakes in practising his instruc¬ 
tions : but he takes good care that you shall not miss any 
strong impression for the eye or the heart to which the 
rural process, or rural scene, may naturally lead. He pre¬ 
tends to give you a lecture on farming, in order to have an 
excuse for can’ying you all round the beautiful farm. He 
pretends to show you a good plan for a farm-house, as the 
readiest means of veiling his impertinence in showing you 
the farmer’s wife and her rosy children. It is an excellent 
plea for getting a peep at the bonny milk-maids to propose 
an inspection of a model daily. You pass through the 
poultry-yard, under whatever pretence, in reality to see the 
peacock and his harem. And so on to the very end, the 
pretended instmetion is but in secret the connecting tie 
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which holds together the laughing flowers going off from 
it to the right and to the left j whilst if ever at intervals 
this prosy thread of pure didactics is brougjt^t forward more 
obtrusively, it is so by way of foil, to make more effective 
upon the eye the prodigality of the floral magnificence. 

We affirm, therefore, that the didactic poet is so far from 
seeking even a secondary or remote object in the particular 
points of information which lie may happen to communicate, 
that much rather he would prefer the having communicated 
none at all. We will explain ourselves by means of a little 
illustration from Pope, which will at the same time furnish 
us witli a miniature type of what we ourselves mean by a 
didactic poem, both in reference to what it is and to what 
it is not. In the Rape of the Lock there is a game at 
cards played, and played with a brilliancy of effect and 
felicity of selection, applied to xhe circumstances, which 
make it a sort of gem within a gem. This game was not 
in the first edition of the poem, but was an after-tliought 
of Pope’s, laboured therefore with more than usual care. 
We regret that cmhre, the game described, is no longer 
played, so that the entire skill with which the mimic battle 
is fought cannot he so fully appreciated as in Pope’s days. 
The strategics have partly perished, which really Pope 
ought not to complain of, since he suffers only as Hannibal, 
Marius, Sertorius, suffered before him. Enough, however, 
survives of what will tell its own story. For what is it, 
let us ask, that a poet has to do in such a case, supposing 
that he were disposed to weave a didactic poem out of a 
pack of cards, as Vida has out of the chess-board ? In de¬ 
scribing any particular game he does not seek to teach you 
that game—he postulates it as already known to you— 
but he relies upon separate resources. Ist, He will revive 
in the reader’s eye, for picturesqno effect, the well-known 

C—VIII. 
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personal distinctions of tlin several kings, knaves, &c., their 
appearances and tlicir powers. 2dly, He will choose some 
game in wliitli he may display a happy selection applied to 
the clianccs and turns of fortune, to the manoeuvres, to the 
situations of doubt, of brightening expectation, of sudden 
danger, of critical dc'liveranco, or of final defeat. The 
interest of a Avar will be rehearsed— lis est de •paiqyere 
re(/no —tliat is true; ; but the deptli of the agitation on 
such occasions, whether at chess, at draughts, or at cards, 
is not im'asured of necessity by the grandeur of the stake ; 
he selects, in short, wliatever fascinates the eye or agitates 
the heart by miniiery of life ; but so far from leacliimj^ he 
presupposes the vi'ader alreadyin order that he may 
go along with the niovemcnt of the deserijitions. 

Now, in treating a sulijr eg so vast as that which Pope 
chose for his Essay, viz., max, this ecleetieism ceases to he 
possible. Every [lart deiiends ujion every otlicr part: in such 
a vexm of trutlis, to insulate is to anniliilate. Severed from 
each otlier the jiai’ts lose their supiiort, their coliereiice, their 
V017 mejining ; you liavo no liberty to reject or'choose. Be¬ 
sides, in treating the ordinary themes projier for what is called 
didaetiii poetry—say, for installee, that it Avere the art of 
rearing silk-Avorms or bees—or siiiipose it to be horticulture, 
laiidsca])c-gardening, liunting, or liawking, rarely does there 
occur anytliing polemic ; oi’ if a slight controvei'sy doesi arise, 
it is easily liushed asleeji—it is stated in a line, it is answer¬ 
ed in a conjilet. But in the themes of Lucretius iiid Pope 
cverytliimj is polemic—you move only through dispute, you 
prosper only by argument and ncATr-cnding controversy. 
There is not positively one capital projiosition or doctrine 
about man, about his origin, his nature, his relations to 
God, or his prospects, but must he fouglit for vith energy, 
watched at every turn Avith Adgilanei*, and followed intt» 
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enflless mazes, not under the choice of the writer, but 
under the inexorable dictation of the argument. 

Such a poem, so unwieldy, whilst at. the same time so 
austere in its i»hilosopliy, together with the innumerable 
polemic parts essential to its good faith and even to its 
evolution, would be absolutely unmanageable fr»)m excess 
and from disproportion, since often a secondary demur 
would occuj)y far jnoro space tljan a principled section. 
Here lay the impracticable dilemma for Poiic's Essay on 
Man. To satisfy the demands of the subject, was to defeat 
the objects of poi'try. To evade tlio demands in the way 
that Pope has d(me, is to offcT us a ruin for a palace. 
Tlie very same dileinina existed for Lucretius, and with tin; 
V{*ry same result. Tlie De. Rcrum Naturd (which mi<;ht, 
agreeably to its theme, have been entitled J)e Omnihm 
iLf-fiUit), and the Essay on Man (which might equally luivc^ 
borne the Lncretian title De Rerum Naiurdt), arc both, and 
from the same cause, fragments tliat could not have been 
completed. Both are accumulations of diamond-dnst with¬ 
out principles of cohoreiiey. In a succession of pictures, 
such as usually form the materials. of didactic ])oems, tlie 
slightest thread of interdependency is snllicii'nt. But, 
ill works essentially and everywliere argumentative and 
IKilemic, to omit the connecting links, as often as tliey art; 
iiisuscei)tiblc of poetic clfcct, is to break uj) the unity of tlui 
parts, and to undermine tlie foundations, in what expressly 


oilers itself as a systematic and architectural whole. Pope’s 


poem has sidlercd even more than that of Lucretius from 


this Avant of cohesion. It is* indeed the rcali/aliou of 


anarchy ^ and one amusing test of this may be found in the 
fact, that different commentators have deduced I'rom it the 
very opposite doctrines. In some instances this apparent 
antinomy is doubtful, and di'pendeiit on the ambiguities or 



obscurities of the expression. But in others it is fairly 
cleducible ; and the cause lies in the elliptical structure of 
the work : the ellipsis, or (as sometimes it may be called) 
the chasm, may be filled up in two different modes essen¬ 
tially hostile : and he that supplies the hiatiiSy in effect 
determines the bias of the poem this way or that—to a 
religious or to a sceptical result. In this edition the com¬ 
mentary of Warburtou has been retained, which ought 
certainly to have been dismissed. The essay is, in effect, 
a Hebrew word with the vowel-points omitted : and War- 
burton supplies one set of vowels, whilst Crousaz sometimes 
with equal right supplies a contradictory set. 

As a whole, the edition before us is certainly the most 
agreeable of all that we possess. The fidelity of Mr. 
Ko.scoe to the interest of Pope’s reputation, contrasts 
I)lcasingly with the harshness at times of Bowles, and the 
reckless neutrality of Warton. In the editor of a great 
classic, wo view it as a virtue, wearing tlic grace of loyalty, 
that he should refuse to expose frailties or defects in a 
spirit of exultation. Mr. Roscoe’s own notes are written 
with a peculiar good sense, temperance, and kind feeling. 
The only objection to them, which applies, however, still 
more to the notes of the former editors, is the want of 
compactness. They are not written under that austere 
instinct of compression and verbal parsimony, as tlic ideal 
merit in an annotator, which ought to govern all such 
ministerial labours in our days. Books arc becoming too 
much the opprijssion of the intellect, and cannot endure any 
longer the accumulation of indigested commentaries, or that 
species of diffusion in editors which roots itself in laziness ; 
the efforts of condentfation and selection are pairfUl; and 
they are luxuriously evaded by reprinting indiscriminately 
wliolc masses of notes—though often in substance reiterat- 



POPE. 


53 


ing each other. But the interests of readers clamorously 
call for the amendment of this system. The principle of 
selection must now be applied even to the text of great 
authors. It is no longer advisable to reprint the whole 
of either Dryden or Pope. Not that we would wish to see 
their works mutilated. Let such as arc selected be printed 
in the fullest integiity of the text. But eomc have lost 
their interest;* others, by the elevation of public morals 
siiire the days of tliosc great wits, are felt to be now utterly 
unfit for general reading. Equally for the reader’s sake 
and the poet’s, tlie time has arrived when they may be 
advantageously retrenched : for they are j)ainfiilly at war 
with those feelings of entire and honourable esteem with 
which all lovers of exquisite intellectual brilliancy must 
wish to surround the name and memory of Pope. 

* We do not include the Dunciad in this list. On the continry, the 
.argnmontfl by which it bus been gcuierally undorvulned, as though 
.antiquated by lapse of time .and by tlio fading of names, are all un 
sound. We ourselves hold it to be the greatest of Po})e's oflorls. 
But for that very reason we retire from tlie rxamiiintion of it, which 
we h.ad designed, as being wholly disproportioned to the narrow 
limits reniaiuiiig to us. 
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The Grfiok tragedy is a dark problciQ. We cannot say 
that the Greek drama, as a whole, is such in any more 
comprolieiisivo sense ; for the comedy of Greece depends 
essentially upon the sanifi principles as our own. Oomedy, 
as tlie rehex oi’ social life, will shift in correspondence to 
the shiltin^ mov(',men»Ls of civilisation. Inevitably as human 
intercourse in cities gi'ows more refined, comedy will grow 
moie subtle ; it will build itself on distinctions of character 
less grossly defined, and on fi'atures of maniuTS more deli¬ 
cate and impalpable. Rut the fund us, the ultimate resource, 
the well-head of the comic, must for ever be sought in one 
and the same field—viz., the ludicrous of incident, or the 
ludicrous of situation, or the ludicrous which arises in a 
mixed way between the character and the situation. The 
age of Aristophanes, for example, answered in some respects 
to our own earlii'st dramatic era, viz., from 1588 to 1635, 
an age not (as Dr. Johnson assumes it to have been, in his 
elaborate preface to Shakspeai (') rude or gross ; on the con¬ 
trary, far more intoiisc with intelh'ctiial instincts and 
agencies than his own, which was an ago of collapse But 
in the England of Shaksi»care, as in the Athens of Aristo¬ 
phanes, the surface t)f so(uety in cities still rocked, or at 
least undulated, with the ground-swell surviving from 
periods of intestine tumult and insecurity. The times W'ere 
still martial and restless ; men still wore swords in pacific 
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iisscmblies; the intellect of the age was a fertnonting in¬ 
tellect ; it was a revolutionary intellect. And comedy 
itself, coloured by the moving pageantries of life, was more 
sinewy, more audacious in its movimients; spoke with 
something more of an impassioned tone ; ami was hung 
with draperies more rich, more voluminous, more pictur¬ 
esque. On the other hand, the ago of the Athenitiii ]\[e- 
iiander, or the English Congreve, though still an unsettled 
age, Avas far less insecure in its condition of j)olice, and far 
less showy in its exterior as])ect. In England, it is true 
that a picturesqiK? costume still prevaili'd ; the whole i^eople 
were still draped professionally : each man’s dross ])ro- 
claimed his calling ; and so far it jnight be sai<l, “ nalio 
comoeda est.” But the characteiistic and dividing spirit 
had fled, whilst tlic forms survivt'd ; and those middle men 
had universally arisen, whose e(UUV 0 C‘a] relations to diflerent 
employnnaits broke down the strength of eoiitra-st between 
them. Comedy, thereibie, was thrown more excdusively 
npoii the interior man ; njKin the of his nature, «)r 

n])on the finer spirit of his inaniiers. It wais moc tlic ac¬ 
knowledged duty of eonn'dy to fathom the coynesses of 
liuinan nature, and to arrest the fleeting jiheiioniena ot 
human demeanour. 

Dill tragedy .stood upon another footing. Whilst th(J 
comic muse in every age acknowledges a relationsliip whicli 
is more than sisterly—in fict, little short of absolute 


* “ Hie vholi’ juople irere still draped profcshionid^ij." —f'or ex¬ 
ample, even iu (,)ueen Aime’.s icign, or so lolo an that of (JutMe-o i., 
physicians never appeared without *tlio insiitnia of tludr c.illmg, 
clergymen would have incurred the worst snspirions had ihey gone 
into til.* btieefs without ii gown and hands ].,)dios, .igaiii, ni)i\ersally 
wore masks, as the s do Bubstitutc known to our ance.stori; for the 
modem parasol; a fad perhaps, not geneially known, 
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identity—the tragic muse of Greece and England stand so 
far aloof as hardly to recognise each other under any com¬ 
mon designation. Few people have ever studied the 
6rccian drama; and hence may be explained the possi¬ 
bility that so little should have been said by critics upon 
its characteristic differences, and nothing at all upon the 
philosophic ground of these differences. Hence may be 
explained the fact, that, whilst Greek tragedy has always 
been a problem in criticism, it is still a problem of which 
no man has attempted the solution. This problem it is our 
intention briefly to investigate. 

I. There are cases occasionally occurring in the English 
drama and the Spanish, where a play is exliibited within a 
play. To go no further, every person remembers the re¬ 
markable instance of this in Hamlet. Sometimes the same 
thing takes place in painting. We see a chamber, suppose, 
exhibited by the artist, on the walls of which (as a custom¬ 
ary piece of furniture), hangs a picture. And as this pic¬ 
ture again might rcjiresent a room furnished with jjictures, 
in the mere logical possibility of the case we might imagine 
this descent into a life below a life going on ad infinitum. 
Practically, however, the process is soon stopped. A re¬ 
trocession of this nature is difficult to manage. The original 
picture is a mimic—an unreal life. But this unreal life is 
itself a real life with respect to the sccondaiy i)icture; 
which again must be supposed realized with relation to the 
terticary picture, if such a thing were attempted. Conse¬ 
quently, at every step of the introvolution (to neologise a 
little in a case justifying a neologism), something must be 
done to differentiate the gradations, and to express the sul)- 
ordinatious of life ; because each term in the descending 
series, being first of all a mode o£ non-reality to the spec¬ 
tator, is next to assume the functions of a real life in 
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its relations to the next lower or interior term of the 
series. 

What the painter docs in order to produce this peculiar 
modification of appearances, so that an object shall alfect 
us first of all as an idealized or unreal thing, and next aa 
itself a sort of relation to some secondary object still more 
intensely unreal, we shall not attempt to describe ; for in 
some technical points we should, perhaps, fail to satisfy the 
reader : and without technical cx 2 )lanations we could not 
satisfy the question. But, as to the i)oct—all the depths of 
philosophy, at least of any known and recognised philosophy, 
would less avail to exidain,' speculatively, the i)rin(.'i 2 )les 
whi(di, in such a ease, should guide him, than Shakspcarc 
has explained by his practice. The problem before him 
was one of his^own suggesting; the difficulty was of his 
own making. It was—so to difiereiitiatc a drama that it 
might stand within a drama, iweciscly as a i)aiiiter places 
a picture within a picture ; and therefore that the secondary 
or inner drama should be non-realized uj)on a scale that 
would throw, by comparison, a rcllex colouring of reality 
upon the principal drama. This was the problem : this was 
the thing to be accomplished : and the secret, the law, of 
the process by which he accomplishes this, is-—to swell, 
tumefy, stiffen, not the diction only, but the tenor of the 
thought; in fact, to stilt it, and to give it a prominence 
and an ambition beyond the scale which he adopted for his 
ordinary life. It is, of course, therefore, in rhyme—an 
artifice which Rhakspearc employs with great effect on 
other similar occasions (that is, occasions wdieu he wished 
to solemnize or in any way differentiate the life); it is con¬ 
densed Jiiid massed as respects the flowing of the thoughts; 
it is’rough and horrent with figures in strong relief, like the 
embossed gold of an ancient vase : and the movement <>f 
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the scene is contracted into short gyrations—so unlike the 
free sweep and expansion of his general developments. 

Now, the Grecian tragedy stands in the very same cir¬ 
cumstances, and rises from the same original basis. If, 
therefore, the reader can obtain a glimpse of the life within 
a life, wliich the painter sometimes exhibits to the eye, and 
whicli the Hanilct of Shakspr^are exhibits to the mind— 
then he may apprehend the original phasis under which we 
contemplate tlie Greek tragedy. 

11. But to press further into the centre of things, per¬ 
haps the very first element in the situation of the Grecian 
tragedy, whicli operated by degrees to evoke all the rest, 
was the original elevation of the scale by which all was to 
be measured, in cunserpicncc of two accidents—1st, the 
sanctity of the ceremonies in which tragedy arose ; 2d, the 
vast size of the ancient theatres. 

The first point we need not dwell on : everybody is aware 
that tragedy in Greece grew by gradual expansions out of 
an idolatrous rite—out of sacrificial pomp : though we do 
not find anybody who has noticed the consequent overruling 
effect which this had upon the quality of that tragedy : 
how, in fact, from this early (radio of tragedy, arose a 
sanctity wliich compelled all things to modulate into the 
same religions key. But next, the theatres—why were 
they so vast in ancicnit cities, in Athens, in Syraemse, in 
Capua, in Koine ? Purely from democratic influence's. 
Every citizen was entitled to a place at the public scenical 
representations. In Athens, for example, the state paid for 
him. He was present, b}'’ possibility and by legal fiction, 
at every performance : tficrefore, ro(nn must be prepared 
for him. And, allowing for the privileged foreigners (the 
domiciled aliens called yaerotKot), we are not surprised to 
hear that the Athenian theatre was adapted to an audience 
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of thirty thousand persons. It is not enough to say that 
naturally —we have a rig]it to say that inevitably —out of 
this prodigious compass, exactly tfen times over the compass 
of the larye Drury Lane burned down a generation ago, 
arose certain immediate results that moulded the Greek 
tragedy in all its functions, purposes, and phenomena. The 
person must be aggrandized, the countenance must be idea¬ 
lized. For upon any stage corresponding in its scale to the 
colossal dimensions of sucli a house, the unassisted human 
figure would have been lost; the unexnggorated human 
features would have been seen as in a remote perspective, 
and besides, have had their expression lost; the unrever¬ 
berated human voice would have been uiidistinguishable 
from the surrounding murmurs of tlie audience. ITence 
the cothurnus to raise the actor; hence the voluminous 
robes to hide the disproportion thus resulting to the figure ; 
hence the mask larger than life, painted to represent the 
noble Grecian contour of countenance; hence the mechanism 
by which it was made to swell the intonations of the voice 
like the brazen tubes of an organ. 

Here, then, you have a tragedy, by its very origin, in 
mere virtue of the accidents out of wliich it arose, standing 
upon the inspiration of religious feeling ; pointing, like the 
spires of our English parish churches, up to heaven by mere 
necessity of its earliest purpose, from which it could not 
alter or swerve per saltum; so that an influence once 
there, was always there. Even from that cause, therefore, 
you have a tragedy ultra-human and Titanic. But next, 
from political causes falling in with that early religious 
cause, you have a tragedy forced into a more absolute- and 
unalterable departure fiom a human standard. That figure 
so noble, that voice so profound, and, by the very construc¬ 
tion of the theatres as wcU as of the masks, receiving such 
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solemn reverberations, proclaim a being elevated above the 
ordinary human scale. And then comes the countenance 
always adjusted to the same unvarying tone of sentiment, 
viz., the presiding sentiment of the situation, which of itself 
would go far to recover the key-note of Greek tragedy. 
These things being given, we begin to perceive a life re¬ 
moved by a great gulf from the ordinary human life even 
of kings and heroes : we descry a life within a life. 

III. Here, therefore, is the first great landing-place, the 
first station, from wliich we can contemplate the Greek 
tragedy^ with advantage. It is, by comparison with the 
life of Shakspeare, what the inner life of the mimetic play 
in Hamlet is to tlie outer life of the Hamlet itself. It is a 
life below a life. That is—it in a life treated upon a scale 
so sensibly different from the proper life of the spectator, as 
to impress.him profoundly widi the feeling of its idealiza¬ 
tion. Shakspeare’s tragic life is our own life exalted and 
selected : the Greek tragic life presupposed another life, 
the spectator’s, thrown into relief before it. The tragedy 
was projected upon the eye from a vast profundity in the 
rear : and between this life and the spectator, however near 
its phantasmagoria might advance to him, was still an im¬ 
measurable gulf of shadows. 

Hence, coming nearer still to the determinate nature and 
circumscription of the Greek tragedy, it was not in any 
sense a development—1. Of human character; or, 2. Of 
human passion. Either of these objects, attributed to 
tragedy, at once inoculates it witli a life essentially on the 
common human standard. But that neither w^as so much 
as dreamed of in the Grecian tragedy, is evident from the 
mere mechanism and ordinary conduct of those dramas 
wliich survive; those especially which seem entitled to be 
viewed as fair models of the common standard, About 1000 
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to 1500 lines, of which one-fifth must be deducted for the 
business of the chorus, may be taken as the average extent 
of a Greek tragic drama. Five acts, of one hundred and 
sixty lines each, allow no sweep at all for the systole and 
diastole, the contraction and expansion, the knot and the 
dmouemerUy of a tragic interest, according to our modem 
meaning. The ebb and flow, the inspiration and expira¬ 
tion, cannot find room to play in sucli a narrow scene. 
Were the interest made to turn at all upon the evolution of 
character, or of passion modified by character, and both 
growing upon the reader through various asjiects of dialogue, 
of soliloquy, and of multiplied action—it would seem a 
storm in a wash-hand basin. A passion which advanced 
and precipitated itself through such rapid harlequin changes, 
would at best impress us with the feeling proper to a hasty 
melodrame, or perhaps serious pantomime. It would read 
like the imperfect outline of a play; or, still worse, would 
seem framed to move through such changes as might raise 
an excuse for the dancing and the lyric music. But the 
very external phenomena, the apparatus and scenic decora¬ 
tions of the Greek tragedy, all point to other functions. 
Shakspeare—^that is, English tragedy—postulates the in¬ 
tense life of flesh and blood, of animal sensibility, of man and 
woman-*—breathing, waking, stirring, palpitating with the 
pulses of hope and fear. In Greek tragedy, the very masks 
show the utter impossibility of these tempests or conflicts. 
Struggle there is none, internal or external: not like 
Hamlet’s with his own constitutional inertia, and his 
gloomy irresolution of conscience; jiot like Macbeth’s with 
his better feeling as a man, with his hospitality as a host. 
Medea, the most tragic figure in the Greek scene, passes 
through no flux and reflux of passion, through no convul¬ 
sions of jealousy on the one hand, or maternal lore on the 
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other. She is tossed to and fro by no hurricanes of wrath, 
wrenched by no pangs of anticipation. All this is sup¬ 
posed to have passed out of the spectator’s presence. The 
dire conflict no more exhibits itself scenically and “ coram 
populo,'" than the murder of her two innocent children. 
Were it possible that it should, how could the mask be 
justifted ? The apparatus of the stage would * lose all 
decorum ; and Grecian taste, or sense of the appropriate, 
which much outran the strength of Grecian creative power, 
would have been exposed to perpetual sliocks. 

IV. The truth is now becoming palpable : certain great 
siluations —not passion in states of growth, of movement, 
of self-conflict—but fixed, unmoving situations were selected ; 
these h(‘ld on through the entire course of one or more acts. 
A lyric movement of the chorus, which closed the act, and 
gave notice that it was closed, sometimes changed this 
situation ; but throughout the act it continued unchanged, 
like a statuesque attitude. The story of the tragedy was 
pretty nearly involved aud told by implication in the 
tahlenux mvo/ns which presided through the several acts. 
The very slight dialogue which goes on, seems meant rather 
as an additional exposition of the interest—a commentary 
on the attitude originally assumed—than as any exhibition 
of passions growing and kindling under the eye of the spec¬ 
tator. The mask, with its monotonous expression, is not 
out of harmony with the scene ; for the passion is essen¬ 
tially fixed throughout, not mantling and undulating with 
the breath of change, but frozen into marble life. 

And all this is both explicable in itself, and peremptorily 
determined, by the sort of idealized life—life in a stale of 
remotion, unrealized, and translated into a neutral world of 
high cloudy antiquity—which the tragedy of Athena de¬ 
manded for its atmQsphere. 
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Had the Greeks, in fact, framed to themselves the idea 
of a tumultuous passion—passion expressing itself by the 
agitations of fluctuating will, as any fit, or oven possible 
subject for scenic treatmejit; in that case they must have 
resorted to real life, the more real the better. Or, again, 
had real life offered to their conceptions a just field for 
scenic exhibition ; in that case thcj^iust have been thrown 
upon conflicts of tempestuous jJassion, tlio more tempestu¬ 
ous tlic better. But being, by the early religious character 
of tragedy, and by the colossal proportions of their theatres, 
imperiously driven to a life more awful and still—ui)on life 
as it existed in elder days, amongst men so far removed, that 
they had become invested with a ])atriarchal, or even an 
antediluvian mistiness of antiquity, and often into the rank 
of demi-gods—tlu^y felt it possible to lu’cseut tins mode of 
being in states of sifferhif/, for suftering is enduring and 

indefinite ; but never in states of conjlict, for conflict is, by 

• 

its nature, fugitive and evanescent. The tragedy of Greece 
is always held up as a thing long past—the tragedy (jf 
England as a thing now passing. We arc invited by So¬ 
phocles or Euripides, as by some gi'cat necromancer, to sec 
long-buried forms standing in solemn groups upon the stage 
—phantoms from Thebes or from Cyclopian cities. But 
Shaksjx'are is a Cornelius Agripjja, who shows us, in his 
magic glass, creatures yet breathing, and actually mixing in 
the great game of life upon some distant field, inaccessible 
to us without a magician’s aid. 

The Greek drama, therefore, by its very necessities pro¬ 
posing to itself only a few grand attitudes or situations, and 
brief dialogues, as tlie means of illuminating those situations, 
with scarcely anything of action, “ actually occurring on the 
stage ”—^from these purposes derives its other peculiarities : 
in the elementary necessities lay the fuvdm of the rest. 
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V. The notion, for example, that murder, or violent 
death, was banished from the Greek stagp, on the Parisian 
conceit of the shock which such bloody incidents would 
give to the taste, is perfectly erroneous. Not because it 
was sanguinary, but because it was action, had the Greeks 
an objection to such violences. No action of any kind 
proceeds legitimately o# that stage. The persons of the 
drama are always in a reposing state, “ so long as they are 
before the audience.” And the very meaning of an act is, 
that in the intervals, the suspension of the acts, any possible 
time may elapse, and any possible action may go on. 

VI. Hence, also, a most ciToneous theory has arisen 
about Fate as brooding over the Greek tragic scene. This 
was a favourite notion of the two Schlcgels. But it is evi¬ 
dent that many Greek tragedies, both amongst those which 
survive, and amongst those, the title and subjects of which 
are recorded, did not, and could not, present any opening at 
aU for this dark agency. Consequently it was not essential. 
And, even -where it did intervene, the Schlegels seem to 
have misunderstood its purpose. A prophetic colouring, a 
colouring of ancient destiny, connected with a cliaracter or 
an event, has the effect of exalting and ennobling. But 
whatever tends towards this result, inevitably translates the 
persons and their situation from that condition of ordinary 
breathing life, which it was the constant effort of the Greek 
tragedy to escape ; and therefore it was, that the Greek 
poet preferred the gloomy idea of Fate : not because it w^as 
essential, but because it was elevating. It is for this 
reason, and apparently fesr this reason only, that Cassandra 
is connected by ^schylus with Agamemnon. The Sphinx, 
indeed, was connected with the horrid tale of CEdipus in 
evet*y version of the tale : but Cassandra was brought upon 
the stage out of no certain historic traditioUj or proper rela- 
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tion to Agamemnon, but to confer the solemn and mysterious 
hoar of a dark prophetic wo upon the dreadful catastrophe. 
Fate was therefore used, not for its own direct moral value 
as a force upon the will, but for its derivative power of 
ennobling and darkening. 

VII. Hence, too, that habit amongst the tragic poets of 
travelling back to regions of forjfotten fable and dark 
legendary mythus. Antiquity availed powerfully for their 
purposes, because of necessity it abstracted all petty details 
of individuality and local notoriety; all that would have 
composed a character. It acted as twilight acts (which 
removes day’s “mutable distinctions”), and reduced the 
historic person to that sublime state of monotonous gloom 
which suited the views of a poet who wanted only the 
situation, but would have repelled a poet who sought also 
for the complex features of a character. It is true that 
such remote and fabulous periods are visited at times, 
though not haunted, by the modern dramatist. Events are 
sought, even upon the French stage, from Gothic or from 
Moorish times. But in that case, the poet endeavours to 
improve and strengthen any traits of character that tradition 
may have preserved, or by a direct effort of power to create 
them altogether, where history presents a blank neutrality 
—whereas the Greek poet used simply that faint outline 
of character, in its gross distinctions of good and bad, 
which the situation itself implied. For example, the Creon 
of Thebes is pretty uniformly exhibited as tyrannical and 
cruel. But that was the mere result of his position as a 
rival originally for the throne, ar4 still more as the exe¬ 
cutive minister of the popular vengeance against Polynices 
for having brought a tide of war against his mother land : 
in that representative character Creon is compelled to acts 

of cruelty against Antigone in her sublime exercise of 
c 2 
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natural piety—both sisterly and filial : and this cruelty to 
her and to the niiserahlb wreck, her father, making the 
very wrath of heaven an argument for further persecution, 
terminates in leaving him an object of hatred to the spec¬ 
tator. But after all, his conduct seems to have been 
})ure]y official and ministerial. Nor, if the reader think 
other^visc, will he find any further emanation from Orcon’s 
individual will or heart than the mere blank expression of 
tyranny in a public cause : nothing, in short, of that com¬ 
plexity and interweaving of qualities, that interaction of 
moral and intellectual powers, which we moderns understand 
by a character. In short, all tliciude outlines of character 
on the Greek stage were, in the first place, mere inheritances 
from tradition, and generally mere determinations from the 
situation : and in no instance did the qualities of a man’s 
will, lu'art, or constitutional tem]icramcnt, manifest them¬ 
selves by and througli a collision or strife amongst each 
otlier ; which is our test of a dramatic character. Ami 
therefore it was that elder, or even fabulous ages, were 
used as the true natural held of the tragic poet; partly 
because antiquity ennobled ; partly also because, by ab¬ 
stracting the individualities of a chaineter, it left the 
historic figure in that neutral state which was most 
entirely passive to the moulding and determining power 
of the situation. 

Two objections we foresee—1. That even .diischylus, the 
Bublimest of the Greek tragedians, did not always go back 
to a high antiquity. lie himself had fought in the Persian 
war ; and yet he brings both Xerxes and his father Darius 
(by means of his apparition) upon the stage; though the 
veiy Marathon of the father was but ten years earlier than 
the Thermopylae and Salamis of the son. But in this 
instance the scene is not properly Grecian ; it is referred 
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by the mind to Susa, the capital of Persia, far. eastward 
even of Babylon, and four months’ march from Hellas. 
Remoteness of space in that case countervailed the projii- 
mity in point of time; though it may be doubted whether, 
without the benefit of the supernatural, ii would, even in 
that case, have satisfied the Grecian taste. And it cer¬ 
tainly would not, had the whole reference of the piiH'c 
not been so intensely Athenian. For, when we tallc 
of Grecian tragedy, wo must remember that, after all, 
the Pagan tragedy was in any proper sense exclusively 
Athenian; and the tendency of the Grecian taste, in 
its general Grecian character, was in various instanetjs 
modified or absolutely controlled liy that special feature 
of its existence. 

2. It will be urged as indicating this craving after 
antiquity to be no i)eculiar or distinguishing feature of the 
Greek stage, that we moderns also turn away sometimes with 
dislike from a modern subject. Thus, if it had no other 
fruit, the Charles i. of Banks is coldly received by Euglisli 
readers, doubtless ; but not because it is too inod(a7j. 
The objection to it is, that a paTliamentary war is too 
intensely political; and politi(;al, moreover, in a way 
which doubly defeated its otherwise tragic power ; first, 
because questions too notormis and too domineering of 
law and civil polity were then at issue ; th(3 very same 
which came to a final hearing and settlement in lGfi8-9. 
Our very form of government, at this day, is the result of 
the struggle then going on,—a fact which eclipses and 
dwarfs any separate or private .jntercst of an individual 
prince, though otherwise and by his personal character, in 
the very highest degree, an object of tragic sympathy. 
Secondly, jDccause the political interest afloat at that era 
(1049) was too complex and intricate ; it wanted the sim- 
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plicity of a poetic interest. That is the objection to Charles 
I. as a tragedy! not because modem, but because too 
domineeringly political; and because the casuistic features 
of the situation were too many and too intricate. 

VIII. Thus •far, therefore, we now comprehend the 
purposes and true locus to the human imagination of the 
Grecian tragedy—that it was a most imposing scenic ex¬ 
hibition of a few grand situations : grand from their very 
simplicity, and from the consequences which awaited their 
d&nouement; and seeking support to this grandeur from 
constantly fixing its eye upon elder ages lost in shades of 
antiquity ; or, if departing from that ideal now and then, 
doing so with a view to patriotic objects, and seeking an 
occasional dispensation from the rigour of art in the popular 
indulgence to whatever touched the glory of Athens. Let 
the reader take, along with him, two other circumstances, 
and he will then complete the idea of this stately drama ; 
first, the character of the Dialogue; secondly, the functions 
of the Chorus. 

IX. From one hundred and fifty to one hundred and 
eighty lines of hexameter lambic verse compose the dialogue 
of each act. '" This space is sufficient for the pm-pose of 


* The five acts, which old tradition prescribed as binding upon 
the Greek tragic drama, cannot always be marked off by the interrup¬ 
tions of the chorus. In the Heradeidm of Euripides they can. But 
it is evident that these acts existed for the sake of the chorus, by way 
of allowing sufficient openings (both as to number and length) for 
the choral danc^; and the necessity must have grown out of the 
time .allowed for a dramatic representation, and originally, therefore, 
out of the mere accidental convenience prescribed by the social usages 
of Athens. The rule, therefore, was at any rate an arbitrary rule. 
Purely conventional it would have been, and local, had it even grown 
out of ^.ny Attic superstition (as we have sometimes thought it might) 
as to the number of the choral dances. But most probably it rested 
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unfolding tbe situation to the spectator; but, as a means 
of unfolding a character, would have been by much too 
limited. For such a purpose, again, as this last, numerous 
scenes, dialogues, or soliloquies, must have been requisite ; 
whereas generally, upon the Greek stage, a<iBingle scene, one 
dialogue between two interlocutors, occupies the entire •act. 
Tlie object of this dialogue was, of course, to bring forward 
the prominent points of the situation, and to improve its 
interest as regarded—1. its grandeur; 2. its statuesque 
arrangement to the eye; or, 3. the burden of tragic conse¬ 
quences which it announced. With such purposes, so dis¬ 
tinct from any which arc pursued upon the modern stage, 
arose a corresponding distinction of the dialogue. Had the 
dialogue ministered to any purpose so progressive and so 
active as that of developing a character, with new incidents 
and changes of the speakers coming forward at eveiy mo¬ 
ment, as occasions for evoking the peculiarities of that 
character—in such a case the more it had resembled the 
movement, the fluctuations, the hurry of actual life and of 
real colloquial intercourse, the more it would have aided 
the views of the poet. But the purpose of the Greek 
dialogue was not progressive; essentially it was retrospec¬ 
tive. For example, the lleracleidce opens with as fine and 


upon a sort of convention, which of all is the least entitled to respect 
or translation to foreign soils, viz., the mere local arrangement of 
meals and sleeping hours in Athens; which, having prescribed a 
limited space to the whole performance, afterwards left this space to 
be distributed between the recitation and the more popular parts, 
addressed to eye and ear, as the mob of .^thens should insist. Horace, 
in saying roundly as a sort of hrutum. fulmen^ “ Acm quinto hrevior 
neu ait productior, act if Fahula,'' delivers this capricious rule in the 
capricious manner which becomes it. The aiet pro ratione voluntas 
comes forward equally in the substance of the precept and in the 
fityle of its delivery. 
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impressive a group as ever sculptor chiselled—a group of 
young children, princely daughters of a great hero, whose 
acts resound through all mythology : viz., of Hercules, of a 
Grecian cleanser and deliverer from monsters, once irresist¬ 
ible to quell thoBoppressor, but now dead, and himself the 
sul^ect of outrage in the persons of his children. These 
youthful ladies, helpless from their sex, with their grand¬ 
mother Alcmene, now aged and infirm, have arranged them¬ 
selves as a marble group on the steps ascending to the 
altars of a local deity. They have but one guide, one 
champion—a brothcr-in-arms of the deceased Hercules, and 
his reverential friend; but this brave man also sufiering, 
through years and martial toils, under the penalties of de¬ 
caying .stiength. Such is the situation, such the inaugura¬ 
tion of this solemn tragedy. The dialogue which follows 
between lolaus, the faithful guardian of the ladies, and the 
local ruler of the land, takes up this inaugural picture—so 
pompous from blazing altars and cloudy incense—so religious 
from the known meaning of the conventional attitudes— 
so beautiful from the loveliness of the youthful suppliants 
rising tier above tier according to their ages, and the gra¬ 
duation of the altar steps—so moving in its picture of 
human calamity by the contrasting figure of the two grey- 
haired supporters—so complete and orbicular in its delinea¬ 
tion of human frailty by the surmounting cii‘cumstanccs of 
its crest, the altar, the priestess, the temple, the serene 
Grecian sky—this impressive j^icture, having of itself ap¬ 
pealed to every one of thirty thousand hearts, having 
already challenged universal attention, is now explained and 
unfolded through the entire first act. lolaus, the nolle old 
warrior, who had clung the closer to the fluttering dovecot 
of his buried friend from the unmerited persecution which 
had assaulted them, comments to the stranger prince upon 
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the spectacle before him—a spectacle significant to Grecian 
eyes, intelligible at once to eveiybody; but still rare and 
witne.ssed in practice by nobody. The prince, Demophoon, 
is a ruler of Athens : the scene is placed in the Attic terri¬ 
tory, but not in Athens ; about fifteen miles, in fact, from 
that city, and not far from the dread fu'ld of future IVIara- 
thon. To the prince, lolaus explains the lost condition of 
his young flock. The ruler of Argos had driven tlicm out 
of every asylum in tlic Peloponnesus. Fi*om city to city 
ho had followed them at the heels, with his cruel lieralds 
of persecution. They were a party of unhappy fugitives 
(most of them proclaiming their innocence by their very 
age and helplessness) that had run the circle of Greek 
hospitality : everywhere had been hunted out like wild 
beasts, or, like those common nuisances from which their 
illustrious father had liberated the cartli: that tlie long 
circuit of their unhapi)y watidcrings had brought them at 
last to Athens, in which city tliey had a final confidence 
as knowing not only the justice of tJiat state, but that 
she only would not be moved from her puii)oses by fear of 
the aggressor. No finer opening can be imagined. The 
statuesque beauty of the group, and the unparalleled per- 
.secutiou which the first act exposes (a sort of misery and 
an absolute hostility of the human race to which our ex- 
pmience suggests no corresponding case, except that of a 
leper in the middle ages, or of a Pariah, or of a man under a 
papal interdict), fix the attention of the spectators beyond an}- 
other situation in Grecian tragedy. And the compliment to 
Athens, not verbal but involved in the veiy situation, gave 
a depth of interest to this drama, for the very tutelary 
region of the drama; which ought to stamj) it with a sort 
of prerogative as in some respects the ideal tragedy or 
moaei of the Greek theatre. 
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Now, this one dialogue, as filling one act of a particular 
drama, is quite sufficient to explain the view we take of the 
Greek tragic dialogue. It is altogether retrospective. It 
takes for its theme the visible group arranged on the stage 
before the spectators from the first. Looking back to this, 
the two interlocutors (supposed to come forward upon the 
stage) contrive between them, one by pertinent questions, 
the other by judicious management of his replies, to bring 
out those circumstances in the past fortunes and imme¬ 
diate circumstances of this interesting family, which may 
put the audience in possession of all which it is important 
for them to know. The reader sees the dark legendary 
character which invests the whole talc ; and in the follow¬ 
ing acts this darkness is made more emphatic from the fact 
that incidents are used, of whicli contradictory versions ex¬ 
isted, some poets adopting one version, some another : so 
cloudy and uncertain were the facts. All this apocryphal 
gloom aids that sanctity and awe which belong to another 
and a higher mode of life; to that slumbering life of sculp¬ 
ture, as opposed to painting, which we have called a life 
within a life. Grecian taste would inevitably require that 
the dialogue should be adjusted to this starting-point and 
standard. Accordingly, in the first place, the dialogue is 
always (and in a degree perhaps unpcrceived by the transla¬ 
tors up to this time) severe, massy, simple, yet solemnized 
intentionally by the use of a select vocabulary, correspond¬ 
ing (ill point of archaism and remoteness from ordinary use) 
to our own scriptural vocabulary ! Secondly, the metre is 
of a kind not yet examined with suitable care. There were 
two objects aimed at in the Greek lambic of the tragic 
drama; and in some measure these objects were in collision 
with each other, unless most artfully managed. One was 
to exhibit a purified imitation of real human conversation. 
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The other was to impress upon this colloquial form, thus 
far by its very nature recalling ordinaiy human life, a 
character of solemnity and religious consecration. Partly 
this was effected by acts of omission and commission; by 
banishing certain words or forms of words ; by recalling 
others of high antiquity : particular tenses, for instance, 
were never used by the tragic poets ; not even by Euripides, 
•(the most Wordsworthian* of the Athenian poets in the cir¬ 
cumstance of having a peculiar theory of poetic diction, 
which lowered its tone of separation, and took it down from 
the cothurnus) : other verbal forms, again, were used no¬ 
where but upon the stage. Partly, therefore, this consecra¬ 
tion of the tragic style was effected by the antique cast, and 
the exclusive cast of its phraseology. But, partly also, it 
was effected by the metre. From whatever cause it may 
arise—chiefly, perhaps, from differences in the genius of the 
two languages—certain it is that the Latin lambics of 

* Valckeaaer, in his immortal scries of comments on the JPheenime 
of Euripides, notices the peculiar spirit and tendency of the innova¬ 
tions introduced into the tragic diction by this youngest of tho great 
Athenian dramatists. These innovations ran in tlio very same direction 
as those of Wordsworth in our own times ; to say this, however, with¬ 
out further explanation, considering how profoundly the views of 
Wordsworth in this matter have been misunderstood, would simply 
be—to mislead the English reader equally as to Euripides. Yet, as 
we should bo sorry to discuss so grtsat a tbemo indirectly and in a 
corner, it may be enough for tho present to remark—that Euripides 
did not mean to tax his great predecessors iEschylus and Sophocles 
with any error of taste in the cast of their diction. Having t/ieir 
purposes, they chose wisely. But he felt that the Athenian tragedy 
had two functions—1. to impress awe,’’and religious terror; 2. to 
impress pity. This last he adopted us his own peculiar function; 
and with it a corresponding diction—less grand (it is true) and 
stately, but counterbalancing this loss by a far greater power of pure 
(sometimes we may say, of holy) household pathos. Such also waf 
the change wrought by Wordsworth. , 

D—vm. 
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- Seneca, &c. (in the tragedies ascribed to him), cannot be so 
read by an English mouth as to produce anything like the 
sonorous rhythmus, and the grand intonation of the Greek 
lambics. This is a curious fact, and as yet, we believe, un¬ 
noticed. But, over and above this original adaptation of 
the Greek language to the lambic metre, we have no doubt 
whatever that the recitation of verse on the Attic stage 
was of an artificial and semi-musical character. It was un-" 
doubt(‘,dly much more smtained and intonated with a slow 
and measured stateliness,* which, whilst harmonizing it with 
the other circumstances of solemnity in Greek tragedy, 
would bring it nearer to music. Beyond a doubt, it had 
the effect (and might have the cfiect even now, managed by 
a good reader) of the recitative in the Italian opera: as, in¬ 
deed, in other points, the Italian opera is a much nearer 
representative of the Greek tiagcdy than the direct modem 
tragedy—professing th.at title. 

X. As to the Gliorus, little needs to be said upon this 
element of the Athenian tragedy. Everybody knows how 
solemn, and therefore how solemnizing, musf have been the 
richest and most lyrical music, the most passionate of the 
ancient poetiy, the most dithyranibic of tragic and religious 
raptures, supj^iorted to the eye by the most hieroglyphic 
and therefore mysterious of dances. For the dances of the 

* Any man, who has at all studied the Greek lambics, must well 
remember those forms of the metre which are used in a cadence at 
the close of a resounding passage, meant to express a full pause, 
and the prodig'ious difference from such as were meant for weaker 
lines, or less impressive metrical effects. These cadences, with 
their full body of rhythmus, are never reproduced in the Latin 
imitations of tlic lambic hexameter: nor does it seem within the 
compass of Latin lambic metre to reach such effects: though other¬ 
wise, andespecially in the Dactylic hexameter the Latin Language 
is more powerful than the Greek. 
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chorus—the strophe and the antistrophe—were symbolic, 
and therefore full of mysterious meanings; and not the 
less impressive, because these meanings and these symbols 
had lost their significancy to the mob ; since the very cause 
of that loss lay in the antiquity of their origin. One great 
error which remains to be removed is the notion that the 
chorus either did support, or was meant to support, the 
office of a moral teacher. The chorus simply stood on the 
level of a sympathizing spectator, detached from the busi¬ 
ness and the crash of the catastrophe ; and its office was 
to guide or to interpret the sympathies of the audience. 
Here, perhaps, was a great error of Milton’s : which will 
be found in two* separate places. At present, it is suffi¬ 
cient to' say, that the mysterious solemnity conferred by 
the choras, presupposes, and is in perfect harmony with, 
our theory of a life within a life—a life sequestrated into 
some far-off slumbering state, having the severe tranquillity 
of Hades—a life symbolized by the marble life of sculpture; 
but utterly out of all symmetry and proportion to the 
realities of that human life which we moderns take up 
as the basis of our tragic drama. 


* Viz., in the brief Introduction to the Samson Agoniatea, and in 
a rcraarkahlo passage (taxed not unropsonahly with bigotry bv 
Wordsworth) of the i*aradia(i BegaiiUkl. 



LANGUAGE. 


No language is stationary, except in rude and early 
periods of society. The languages of nations like the Eng¬ 
lish and French, walking in the van of civilisation, having 
popular institutions, and taking part in the business of the 
earth with morbid energy, arc placed under the action of 
causes that will not allow tliem any respite from change. 
Neologism, in revolutionary times, is not an infirmity of 
caprice, seeking (to use the proverb of Cervantes) “ for 
better bread than is made of wheat,” but is a mere necessity 
of the unresting intellect. New ideas, new aspects of old 
ideas, new relations of objects to each other, or to man— 
the subject who contemplates those objects—absolutely 
insist on new words. And it would not be a more idle 
misconcejJtion to find a disease in the pains of growth, than 
to fancy a decay of vernacular piu-ity in the multitude of 
verbal coinages which modern necessities of thouglit and 
action are annually calling forth on the banks of the Thames 
and the Sciile. 

Such coinages, however, do not all stand upon the same 
basis of justification. Some are regularly foimed from 
known roots upon known analogies ; others arc formed 
licentiously. Some again meet a real and clamorous ne¬ 
cessity of the intellect; others are fitted to gratify the 
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mere appetite for innovation. They take their rise in 
various sources, and are moulded with various degrees of 
skill. Let us throw a hasty glance on the leading classes 
of these coinages, and of the laws which appear to govern 
them, or of the anomalies with which they are sometimes 
associated. There are also large cases of innovation, in 
which no process of coinage whatever is manifested, but 
perhaps a simple restoration of old words, long since ob¬ 
solete in literature and good society, yet surviving to this 
hour in provincial usage ; or, again, an extension and 
emancipation of terms heretofore narrowly restricted to a 
technical or a professional use—as we see exemplified in 
the word ignore^ whieh, until very lately, was so saered to 
the sole use of grand juries, that a man would have been 
obscurely suspected by a policeman, and would, indeed, 
have suspected himself, of something like petty larceny in 
forcing it into any general and philosophic meaning, which, 
however, it has now assumed, with little offence to good 
taste, and with yeoman service to the intellect. Other 
cases, again, there are, and at present far too abundant, in 
which the necessities of soeial intercourse, and not unfre- 
quently the necessities of philosophic speculation, are pro¬ 
visionally supplied by slangy and the ijhrascology that is 
born and bred in the streets. The market-place and the 
highway, the forum and the invium, arc rich seed-plots for 
the sowing and the reaping of many indispensable ideas. 
That a phrase belongs to the slang dictionary is certainly 
no absolute recommendation; sometimes such a phrase 
may be simply disgusting from its Vulgarity, without adding 
anything to the meaning or to the rhetorical force. How 
shocking to hear an official dignitary saying (as but yester¬ 
day was heard), “What 07i earth could the clause mean ?” 
Yet neither is it any safe ground of absolute excommuni- 
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cation even from the sanctities of literature, that a phrase 
is entirely a growth of the street. The word humhug^ for 
instance, rests upon a rich and comprehensive basis ; it 
cannot be rendered adequately, either by German or by 
Greek, the two richest of human languages ; and without 
this expressive word, we should all be disarmed for one 
groat case, continually recurrent, of social enormity. A 
vast mass of villany, that cannot otherwise be reached by 
legal penalties, or brought within the rhetoric of scorn, 
would go at large with absolute impunity, were it not 
through the stem Rhadamanthian aid of this virtuous and 
inexorable word.. 

Meantime, as it would not suit tlie purposes of a sketch 
to be too systematic in the treatment of a subject so inex¬ 
haustible as language and style, neither would it be within 
the limits of just proportion that I should be too elaborate 
in rehearsing beforeliand the several avenues and classes of 
cases through which an opening is made for new words 
amongst ourselves or the French. I will select such cases 
for separate notice as seem most interesting or most season¬ 
able. But previously, as a proper mode of awakening the 
reader into giving relief and just prominence to the subject, 
I will point attention to the varying scale of appreciation 
applied to the diction and the national language, as a 
ground of national distinction and honour, by the five great 
intellectual nations of ancient and modern history, viz., the 
Greeks, the Romans, the French, the English, and the 
Germans. In no country, except one, is such a preface 
more requisite than in England, where it is strange enough 
that, whilst the finest models of style exist, and sub-con- 
Bciously operate effectively as sources of delight, the consciom 
valuation of style is least perfectly developed. 

Every nation has reason to feel interested in the pro- 
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tensions of its own native language ; in the original quality 
of that language or characteristic kind of its powers ; and 
in the particular degree of its expansions at the period 
in question. Even semi-barbarous tribes sometimes talk 
grandiloquently on this head, and ascribe to uncultivated 
jargons a fertility or a range of expressiveness quite incom¬ 
patible with the particular stage of social development 
which the national capacities have reached. Not only in 
spite of its barbarism, but oftentimes in mere virtue of its 
barbarism, we find a language claiming, by its eulogists, to 
possess more than ordinary powers of picturesque expression. 
Such a claim is continually put forward on behalf of the 
Celtic languages, as, for instance, the Armoric, the Welsh, 
the Irish, the Manx, the Gaelic. Such a claim is put for¬ 
ward also for many oiiental languages. Yet, in most of 
these cases, there is a profound mistake committed; and 
generally the same mistake. Without being strictly bar¬ 
barous, all these languages aro*uncultured and rude in a 
degree corresponding to the narrow social development of 
the races who speak them. These races are precisely in 
that state of imperfect expansion, both civilly and intellec¬ 
tually, under which the separation has not fully taken place 
between poetry and prose. Their social condition is too 
simple and elementary to require much cultivation of intel¬ 
lectual topics. Little motive exists for writing, unless on 
occasions of poetic excitement. The subdued colouring, 
therefore, of prose has not yet been (to speak physiologically) 
secreted. And the national diction has the appearance of 
being more energetic and sparklyig, simply because it is 
more inflated ; the chastities of good taste not having yet 
been called forth "by social necessities to disentangle the 
separate forms of impassioned and non-impassioned com¬ 
position. The Kalmuck Tartars, according to a German 
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traveller, viz., Bergmann, long resident amongst them, speak 
in rapturous terms of their own language ; but it is pro¬ 
bable that the particular modes of phraseology which fas¬ 
cinate their admiration, are precisely those which a more 
advanced civilisation, and a corresponding development of 
taste, would reject as spurious. Certainly, in the case of a 
language and a literature likely to be much in advance of 
the Kalmuck, viz., the Arabic, at the era of Mahomet, we 
find this conjecture realized. The Koran is held by the 
devout Mahommedan to be the most admirable model of 
composition ; but exactly those ornaments of diction or of 
imagery, which he regards as the jewels of the whole, are 
most entirely in the childish taste of imperfect civilisation. 
That which attracts the Arab critic or the Persian, is 
most of all repulsive to tbe masculine judgment of the 
European. 

Barbarism, in short, through all degrees, generates its 
own barbarisque standards of taste; and nowhere so much 
as in the great field of diction and ornamental composition. 
A high civilisation is an indispensable condition for deve¬ 
loping the full powers of a language; and it is equally a 
condition for developing the taste which must preside over 
the appreciation of diction and style. The elder civilisa¬ 
tions of Egypt and of Asiatic empires are too imperfectly , 
known at this day to furnish any suggestions upon the 
subject. The earliest civilisation that offers a practical 
field of study to our own age is the superb one of Greece. 

It cannot be necessary to say that from that memorable 
centre of intellectual ai3tivity have emanated the great 
models in art and literature, which, to Christendom, when 
recasting her mediaeval forms, became chiefly operative in 
controlling her luxuriance, and in other negative services, 
though not so powerful for positive impulse and inspiration. 
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Greece was, in fact, too ebullient with intellectual activity— 
an activity too palestric, and purely human—so that the 
opposite pole of the mind, which points to the mysterious 
and the spiritual, was, in the agile Greek, too intensely a 
child of the earth, starved and palsied; whilst in the 
Hebrew, dull and inert intellectually, but in his spiritual 
organs awake and sublime, the case ^fas precisely reversed. 
Yet, after all, the result was immeasurably in favour of the 
Hebrew. Speaking in the deep sincerities of the solitary 
and musing heart, which refuses to be duped by the whist¬ 
ling of names, we must say of the Greek that —laudatur et 
alffd —^he has won the admiration of the human race, he is 
numbered amongst the chief brilliancies of earth, but on 
the deeper and more abiding nature of man he has no hold. 
He will perish when any deluge of calamity overtakes the 
libraries of our planet, or if any great revolution of thought 
remoulds them, and will be remembered only as a genera¬ 
tion of flowers is remembered; with the same tenderness 
of feeling, and with the same pathetic sense of a natural 
predestination to evanescence. Whereas the Hebrew, by 
introducing himself to the secret places of the human heart, 
and sitting there as incubator over the awful germs of the 
spiritualities that connect man with the unseen worlds, has 
perpetuated himself as a power in the human system : he is 
co-enduring with man’s race, and careless of all revolutions 
in literature or in the composition of society. The very 
languages of those two races repeat the same expression of 
their intellectual differences, and of the differences in their 
missions. The Hebrew, meagre and sterile as regards the 
numerical wealth of its ideas, is infinite as regards their 
power ; the Greek, on the other hand, rich as tropic forests, in 
the polymorphous life, the life of the dividing and distinguish¬ 
ing intellect, is weak only in the supreme region of thought. 
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The Hebrew has scarcely auy individuated words. Ask a 
Hebrew scholar if he has a word for a ball (as a tennis ball, 
pila lusoi'id) ; he says, “ 0 yes.” What is it then ? Why, he 
gives you the word for globe. Ask for or6, for sphere, &c., 
still you have the same answer; the individual circumstan- 
tiations arc swallowed up in the generic outline. But the 
Greek has a parity ^f wealth alike in the abstract and 
the concrete. Even as vocal languages, the Hebrew and 
the Greek obey the same prevailing law of dilference. The 
Hebrew is a sublime monochord, uttering vague vowel 
sounds as indistinct and shy as the breathings of an iEolian 
harp when exposed to a fitful breeze. The Greek is more 
firmly articulated by consonants, and the succession of its 
syllables runs through a more extensive compass of sonorous 
variety tluin can be matched in any other known language. 
The Spanish and the Italian, with all the stateliness of their 
modulation, make no approach to the canorous variety of 
the sounds of the Greek.* Read a passage from almost 
any Greek poet, and each syllable seems to have been 
placed in its present position as a relief, and by way of 
contrast to the syllable which follows and precedes. 


* The Romans discover something apparently of the same tendency 
to a vague economy of abstraction. But in them it is merely casual, 
*nd dependent on accidental ignorance. Thus, for instance, it is ridi- ^ 
eulous to render the Catullian Passer mecepueUce by sparrow. As well 
suppose Lesbia to have fondled a pet hedgehog. Pa>sser, or passer- 
culus, means aoiy little bird whatever. The sternness of tbo Roman 
mind disdained to linger upon petty distinctions; or at least until 
the ages of luxurious refinement had paved the way for intellectual 
refinements. So again, mal&m, or even pomum, does not moan an 
apple, but any whatever of the larger spherical or spheroidical fruits. 

A peach, indeed, was described differentially, as malum Persiom; 
an apricot, had the Romans known it, would have been rendered by 
malum apricum, or malum apricatum; but an apple also, had it been 
tuentioned with any stress of opposition or pointed distinction attached 
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Of a language thus and otherwise so divinely endowed, 
the Greeks had a natural right to be proud. Yet were they 
so ? There is no appearance of it: and the reason, no 
doubt, lay in their insulated position. Having no iadel- 
lectual intercourse with foreign nations, they had virtually 
no intercourse at all—none which could affect the feelings 
of the literary class, or generally of those who would be 
likely to contemplate language as a subject of msthetic 
admiration. Each Hellenic author might be compared with 
others of his compatriot autliors, in respect to his manage¬ 
ment of their common language; but not the language 
itself compared as to structure or capacities with other 
languages ; since these other languages (one and all) were 
in any practical sense hardly assumed to exist. In this 
there was no arrogance. Aliens, as to country and civil 
polity, being objcicts of jealousy in the circumstances of 
Greece, there could be no reason for abstaining from any 
designation, however hostile, which might scorn appropriate 
to the relation between the parties. But, in reality, the 
term harhariam '^ seems, for many ages, to have implied 
nothing cither hostile or disrespectful. By a natural ono¬ 
matopoeia, the Greeks used the iterated syllables harhar to 
denote that a man was unintelligible in his talk; and, by 
the word barbarian originally, it is probable that no sort 
of reproach was intended, but simply the fact that the 
people so called spoke a language not intelligible to Greeks. 
Latterly, the term seems to have been often used as one of 
mere convenience for classification, indicating the non- 


to it. would have hoi-n described differentially, as malum vidgare, or 
malum domeaticum: 

* There is a short, note by Gibbon upon this word; but it adds 
nothing to the suggestions which every thoughtful person will furnish 
tc himself. 
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Hellenes in opposition to the Hellenes; and it was not 
meant to express any qualities whatever of the aliens— 
simply they were described as being aliens. But in the 
earliest times it was meant, by the word harbariam, to de¬ 
scribe them under the idea of men who were krepoyXiarroi, 
men who, speaking in a tongue different from the Grecian, 
spoke unintelligibly; and at this day it is not impossible 
that the Chinese mean nothing more by the seemingly 
offensive terra outside barbarians. The mis translations 
must be many between ourselves and the Chinese; and 
the probability is, that this reputedly arrogant expression 
means only “ the aliens, or external people, who speak 
in tongues foreign to Cliina.” Arrogant or not arrogant, 
however, in the mouth of the Greeks, the word barbarians 
included the whole human race not living in Hellas, or in 
colonies thrown off from Hellas.*' Having no temptation 
or facilities for holding any intellectual intercourse with 
those who could not communicate through the channel of 
the Greek language, it followed that the Greeks had no 
means or opportunity for comparing their own language 
with the languages of other nations; and, together with 


* In the later periods of Greek literature, viz., at and after the 
era of rericles, when the attention had been long pointed to lan¬ 
guage, and a more fastidious apprehension had been directed to its 
slighter shades of difference, the terra “ barharoua'* was applied 
apparently to uncouth dialects of the Greek language itself. Thus, 
in the Ajax of Sophocles, Toucer (though certainly talking Gret;k) 
is described as speaking barbarously. Perhaps, however, the expres¬ 
sion might bear a different construction. But in elder periods it 
soems hardly possible that tTic term barhorom could ever have been 
so used. Sir Edward B. Lytton, in his " Athens,” supposcis Homer, 
when describing the Carians by this term, to have meant no moro 
than that they spoke some provincial variety of the Ionic Greek: 
but, applied to an ago of so little refinement as the Homeric, I should 
scarcely think this interpretation admissible. 
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this power of mutual comparison, fell away the call and 
excitement to vanity upon that particular subject. Greece 
was in the absolute insulation of the pheenix, the unique 
of birds, that dies without having felt a throb of exultation 
or a pang of jealousy, because it has exposed its gorgeous 
plumage and the mysterious solemnities of its beauty only 
to the dusky recesses of Thebaic deserts. 

Not thus were the Kouians situated. The Greeks, so pro¬ 
found and immovable was their self-conceit, never in any 
generation came to regard the Romans with the slightest 
treinour of jealousy, as though they were or ever could be 
rivals in literature. The Roman nobles, as all Greece 
knew, resorted in youth to Athens as to the eternal well¬ 
head of learning and eloquence; and the literary or the 
forensic efforts of such persons were never viewed as by 
possibility efforts of competition with their masters, but 
simply as graceful expressions of homage to the inimitable 
by men whose rank gave a value to this homage. Cicero 
and other Romans of his day were cgregioiisly duped by 
their own vanity, wdien they received as sincere the syco¬ 
phantic praises of mercenary Greek rhetoricians. No Greek 
ever in good faith admired a Roman upon intellectual 
grounds, except indeed as Polybius did, whose admiration 
was fixed upon the Roman institutions, not upon their 
literature : though even in his day the Roman literature 
had already put forth a masculine promise, and in Plautus, 
at least, a promise of unborrowed excellence. The Greeks 
were wrong : the Romans had some things in their litera¬ 
ture which a Greek could neither have rivalled nor even 
imderstood. They had a peculiar rhetoric for example, 
such as Ovid’s in the contest for tUe arms of Achilles— 
such as Seneca’s, which, to this hour, has never been pro- 
p<^rly examined, and which not only has no parallel in 
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Grecian literature, but which, strangely enough, loses its 
whole effect and sense when translated into Greek : so 
entirely is it Roman by incommunicable privilege of 
genius. 

But, if the Greeks did no justice to their Roman pupils, 
on the other hand, the Roman pupils never ceased to regard 
the Greeks with veneration, or to acknowledge them for 
their masters in literature : they had a foreign literatime 
before their eyes challenging continual comparison; and 
this foreign literature was in a language which also chal¬ 
lenged comparison with their own. Every Roman of 
distinction, after Sylla and Marius, understood Greek \ 
often talked it fluently, declaimed in it, and wrote books 
in it. But there is no language without its own peculiar 
genius, and therefore none without its separate powers and 
advantages. That the Latin language has in excess such an 
original character, and consequently such separate powers, 
Romans were not slow to discover. Studying the Greek 
so closely they found by continual collation in what quarter 
lay the peculiar strength of the Latin. And, amongst 
others, (jicero did himself the greatest honour, and almost 
redeems the baseness of his political conduct, by the patriotic 
fervour which he now and then exhibits in defending the 
claims of his native language and native literature. He 
maintains, also, more than once, and perhaps with good 
reason, the native superiority of the Roman mind to the 
Grecian in certain qualities of racy humour, &c.* 


* Where, by the way, the vocabulary of icsthctic terms, after all 
the labours of Ernesti a^cl other German editors, is still far from 
being understood. In particular, the word facetm is so far from 
answering to its usual interpretation, that nostro periculo let the 
reader understand it as precisely what the French mean by naliic. 
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Here, viz., in the case of Cicero, we have the first 
eminent example (though he himself records some elder ex¬ 
amples amongst his own countrymen) of a man’s standing 
up manfully to support the pretensions of his mother 
tongue. And this might be done in a mere.spirit of pug¬ 
nacious defiance to the arrogance of another nation—a 
spirit which finds matter of quarrel in a straw. But here 
also we find the first examjde of a statesman’s seriously re¬ 
garding a language in the light of a foremost jewel amongst 
the trophies of niftioiiality. 

Coming forward to our own times, we find sovereign 
rulers, on behalf of great nations, occasionally raising disputes 
which presume some weak sense of the value and dignity 
attached to a language. Cromwell, for instatice, insisted 
Ti 2 )on Cardinal Mazarine’s surrendering his jnetension to 
have the French language used in a jiarticular negotiation ; 
and ac(^ordingly Latin was substituted. But this did not 
argue in Cromwell any real cstimatiou of the English 
language. He had been weak enough to wish^that his 
own life and annals should be written in Latin rather than 
in English. The motive, it is true, might be to facilitate 
the circulation of the work amongst the literati of the Con¬ 
tinent. But vernacular translations would more certauily 
have been executed all over the Continent in the absence 
of a Latin original; for this, by meeting the demand of 
foreigners in part (viz., of learned foreigners), would pro 
tauto have lessened the motives to such translations. And 
ajiart from this preference of a Latin to a domestic por¬ 
traiture addressing itself originally* to his own countrymen, 
or, if Latin were otherwise the preferable language, apart 
fr«,m Cromwell’s preference of a Latin Casaubon to a Latin 
Milton, in iio instance did Cromwell testify any sense of 
tlie rommaiiding rank due to English literature amongst the 
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contemporary * literatures of Christendom, nor any concern 
for its extension. 

In the case o^*resisting the French arrogance, Cromwell had 
seemed to express homage to the language of his country, 
but in reality he had only regarded the political dignity of 
his country. A pretension may be lighter than a feather; 
and yet in behalf of our country we do right to siifter no in¬ 
solent aggression upon it by an enemy. But this argues no 
sincere regard for that feather on its own account. We 
have known a sailor to knock an Italian dbwn for speaking 
disrespectfully of English tenor voices. The true and ap¬ 
propriate expression of reverence to a language is not by 
fighting for it, as a subject of national rivalry, but bj taking 
earnest pains to write it with accuracy, practically to display 
its beauty, and to make its powers available for commen¬ 
surate ends. Tried by this tosc, which of the three peoples 
that walk at the head of civilisation—French, Germans, or 
English—have best fulfilled the duties of their position 1 

To answer that the French only have been fully awake 
to these duties is painful, but too manifestly it is true. 


* At this era, when Chaucer, Spenser, Shakspeare, and the con¬ 
temporary dramatists, when Lord Bacon, Seldon, Milton, and many 
of the leading Engliali theologians (Jewel, Hooker, Chillingw’orth, 
and Jeremy Taylor), had appeared—in fact, all the optiiuates of the 
English literature—it must he remembered that the French literature 
was barely beginning. Montaigne was the only deceased author of 
eminence ; Corneille was the only living author in general credit. The 
reader may urge that already, in the times of Catherine di' Medici, 
there w'cro eminent poets. In the reign of her son Charles ix. were 
several; and in the reign ot her husband there was even a celebrated 
Pleiad of poets. But these were merely court poets—they had no 
national name or life; and were already forgotten in the days of 
Louis xm. As to German literature, that was a blank. Germany had 
tlion but one tolerable poet, viz., Opitz, whom some people (chiefly 
Lis countrymen) honour with the title of the Gorman Drydcn I 
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The French language possesses the very highest degree of 
merit, though not in the very highest mode of merit; it is 
the unique language of the planet as an instrument for 
giving effect to the powers, and for meeting the necessities, 
of social gaiety and colloquial intercourse. This is partly 
the effect, and partly the cause, of the social temperament 
which distinguishes the French : partly follows the national* 
disposition, and partly leads to it. The adaptation of the 
language to the people, not perhaps more really prominent 
ill this ease than in others, is more conspicuously so; and 
it may be in a spirit of gratitude for this genial co-operation 
in their language that the French are in a memorable degree 
anxious to write it with elegance and correctness. They 
take a pride in doing so ; and it is remarkable that gramma 
tical inaccuracies, so common amongst ourselves, and common 
even amongst our literary people, are almost unknown 
amongst the educated French.* 


* This the reader might be apt to doubt, if he were to judge of 
French grammar by French orthography. Until recently—that is, 
througli the last thirty years—very few people in Franco, oven of tlie 
educated classes, could spell. They spelt by procuration. The com- 
j'ositors of the press held a general power-of-attorney to spcdl for 
universal France. A fac-simil& of the spoiling which prevailed 
amongst the royal family of France at the time of the elder Revolu¬ 
tion, is given in Glory’s Journal; it is terrific. Such forms occur, 
for instance, as J'avoient (J’avois) ior I had: J'eti, (ctois) for I was. 
But, in publishing such facts, the reader is not to imagine that Clery 
meant to expose anything needing concealment. All people of dis¬ 
tinction spelled in that lawless way ; and the loyal valet doubtless no 
more thought it decorous for a man of rank to spell his own spelling, 
than to clean his own shoes or to wash hif^own linen. “ Base is the 
man that pays,” says Ancient Pistol; “Base is the man that spells,” 
said the French of that century. It would have been vulgar to spell 
deceiiily; and it was not illiterate to spell abominably; for literary 
men spelled not at all better; they also spelled by proxy, and by grace 
of compositors. 

D 2 
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But mere fidelity to grammar would leave a negative 
impression ; the respect which the French show to their 
language expresses itself chiefly in their way of managing 
it, that is, in their attention to style and diction. It is the 
rarest thing possible to find a French writer erring by sen¬ 
tences too long, too intricate, and loaded with clauses, or 
•too clumsy in their structure. The veiy highest qualities of 
style are not much within the ideal of French composition ; 
but in the executive results, French prose composition 
usually reveals an air of finish, of self-restraint under any 
possible temptation to des longueurs^ and of graceful adroit¬ 
ness in the transitions. 

Precisely the reverse of all this is found in the composi¬ 
tions of the German, who is the greatest nuisance, in what 
concerns the treatment of language, that the mind of man 
is capable of conceiving. Of his language, the German is 
proud, and with reason, for it is redundantly rich. Even 
in its Teutonic section, it is so rich as to be self-sufficing, 
and capable, though awkwardly, of dispensing with the 
Greek and Latin counter-section. This independence of 
alien resources has sometimes been even practically adopted 
as the basis of a dictionary, and officially patronized by 
adoption in the public bureaus. Some thii-ty years ago, 
the Prussian government was said to have introduced into 
the public service a dictionary * which rejected all words 
not purely vernacular. Such a word, for instance, as pMlo- 
sophie was not admissible ; the indigenous word weUweisheit 
was held to be not only sufficient, which it really is, but 
exclusively legitimate. Yet, with all this scrupulosity and 
purism of veneration for his native language, to which he 
ascribes every quality of power and beauty, and amongst 


* By Heiuze, if I recollect; and founded partly on that of Wutff. 
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others— ci'edite poderi /—Bometimes even vocal beauty * 
and euphony, the true German has no sense of grace or 
deformity in the management of hm^ language. Style, 
diction, the construction of sentences, are ideas perfectly 
without meaning to the German writer. If a whole book 
were made up of a single sentence, all collateral or sub¬ 
ordinate ideas being packed into it as parenthetical inter¬ 
calations—if this single sentence should even cover an acre 
of ground, the true German would see in all that no want 
of art, would recognise no opportunities thrown away for 
the display of beauty. The temple would in his eyes exist, 
because the materials of the temple—the stone, the lime, 
the iron, the timber—had been carted to the ground. A 
sentence, even when insulated and viewed apart for itself, 
is a subject for complex art : even so far it is capable of 
multiform beauty, and liable to a whole nosology of malcon- 
formations. But it is in the relation of sentences, in what 
Horace terms their ^^junctura,' that the true life of compo¬ 
sition resides. The mode of their nexus, the way in which 
one sentence is made to arise out of another, and to prepare 
the opening for a third : this is the great loom in which 
the textile process of the moving intellect reveals itself and 
prospers. Here the separate clauses of a period become 
architectural parts, aiding, relieving, supporting each other. 
But how can any approach to that effect, or any suggestion 
of it exist for him who hides and buries all openings for 

* Foreigners do not often go so far as this; and yet an American, 
in his “Sketches of Turkey” (New York, 1833), characterizes the 
German (p. 478) not only as a soft and melodious language, but 
absolutely as “ the softe’it of all European* languages.” Schiller and 
Ooetho had a notion that it was capable of being hammered into 
euphony, that it was by possibility malleable in that respijct, but 
then only by great labour of selection, and as a trick of rope-dancing 
ingenuity. 
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parts and graceful correspondences in one monotonous con¬ 
tinuity of period, stretching over three octavo pages ? Eant 
was a great man, he was obtuse and deaf as an antedi¬ 
luvian boulder with regard to language and its capacities. 
He has sentences which have been measured by a carpenter, 
and some of them run two feet eight by six inches. Now, 
a sentence with that enormous span is fit only for the use 
of a megatherium or a pre-Adamite. Parts so remote as 
the beginning and the end of such a sentence can have no 
sensible relation to each other; not much as regards their 
logic, but none at all as regards their more sensuous quali¬ 
ties—rhythmus, for instance, or the continuity of metaphor. 
And it is clear that, if the internal relations of a sentence 
fade under the extravagant misproportion of its scale, d 
fortiori must the outer relations. If two figures, or other 
objects, are meant to modify each other visually by means 
of colour, of outline, or of expression, they must be brought 
into juxtaposition, or at least into neighbourhood. A 
chasm between them, so vast as to prevent the synthesis of 
the two objects in one co-existing field of vision, interrupts 
the play of all genial comparison. Periods, and clauses of 
periods, modify each other, and build up a whole, then only 
when the parts are shown as partsj cohering and conspiring 
to a common result. But if each part is separately so vast 
as to eclipse the disc of the adjacent parts, then substantially 
they are separate wholes, and do not coalesce to any joint 
or complex impression. 

We English in this matter occupy a middle pos tion be¬ 
tween the ifVench and the Germans. Agreeably to the 
general cast of the national character, our tendency is to 
degrade the value of the ornamental, whenever it is brought 
before us under any suggestion of comparison or ri'valry 
with the substantial or grossly useful. Viewing the thoughts 
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as the substantial objects in a book, we are apt to regard 
the manner of presenting these thoughts as a secondary or 
even trivial concern. The one we as the metallic 

substance, the silver or gold, which constitutes the true 
value, that cannot perish in a service of plate ; whereas the 
style too generally, in our estimate, represents the mere 
casual fashion given to the plate by the artist—an adjunct 
that any change of public taste may degrade into a jjosi- 
tive disadvantage. ^ But in this we English err greatly; 
and by these three capital oversights :— 

1. It is certain that style, or (to speak by the most gene¬ 
ral expression) the management of language, ranks amongst 
the fine arts, and is able therefore to yield a separate intel¬ 
lectual pleasure quite apart from the interest of the subject 

• treated. So far it is already one error to rate the value of 
style as if it were necessa»‘ily a secondary or subordinate 
thing. On the contrary, style has an absolute value, like 
the product of any other exquisite art, quite distinct from 
the value of the subject about which it is employed, and 
irrelatively to the subject; precisely as the fine workman¬ 
ship of Scopas the Greek, or of Cellini the Florentine, is 
equally valued by the connoisseur, whether embodied in 
bronze or marble, in an ivory or a golden vase. But 

2. If w^ do submit to this narrow valuation of style, 
founded on the interest of the subject to which it is mini¬ 
sterial, still, even on that basis, we English commit a 
capital blunder, which the French earnestly and sincerely 
escape ; for, assuming that the thoughts involve the primary 
interest, still it must make all the difierence in the world to 
the success of those thoughts, whether they are treated in 
the way best fitted to expel the doubts or darkness that 
may have settled upon them ; and, secondly, in cases where 
the business is, not to establish new convictions, but to 
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cany old convictions into operative life and power, whether 
they are treated in the way best fitted to rekindle in the 
mind a practical BQ|||e of their value. Style has two separ¬ 
ate functions—first, to brighten the intdligibility of a sub¬ 
ject which is obscure to the understanding; secondly, to 
regenerate the normal power and impressiveness of a subject 
which has become dormant to the sensibilities. Darkness 
gathers upon many a theme, sometimes from previous mis¬ 
treatment, but oftener from original perplexities investing 
its very nature. Upon the style it is, if we take that 
word in its largest sense—upon the skill and art of the de¬ 
veloper, that these perplexities greatly depend for their 
illumination. Look, again, at the other class of cases, 
when the diflBculties are not for the understanding but for 
the practical sensibilities as applicable to the services of* 
life. The subject, suppose, is already understood suffi¬ 
ciently j but it is lifeless as a motive. It is not new light 
that is to be communicated, but old torpor that is to be 
dispersed. The writer is not summoned to convince, but 
to persuade. Decaying lineaments are to be retraced, and 
faded colouring to be refreshed. Now, these offices of style 
are really not essentially below the level of those other 
offices attached to the original discovery of truth. He 
that to an old conviction, long since inoperative and 
dead, gives the regeneration that carries it back into the 
heart as a vital power of action—he, again, that by new 
light, or by light trained to flow through a new channel, 
reconciles to the understanding a truth which hithe’iio had 
seemed dark-hr doubtful—both these men are really, quoad 
us that benefit by their services, the discoverers of the 
truth. Yet these results are amongst the possible gifts of 
style. Light to see the road, power to advance along it— 
euch being amongst the promises and proper functions of 
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Style, it is a capital error, under the idea of its ministeri-* 
ality, to undervalue tliis great organ of the advancing in¬ 
tellect—an organ which is equally impjttant considered as 
a tool for the culture and popularization of truth, and also 
(if it had no use at all in that way) as a mode per se of 
the beautiful, and a fountain of intellectual pleiisure. The 
vice of that appreciation, which we English apply to style, 
lies in representing it as a mere ornamental accident of 
written composition — a trivial embellislimcnt, like the 
mouldings of furniture, the cornices of ceilings, or the ara¬ 
besques of tea-urns. On the contrary, it is a product of 
art the rarest, subtlest, and most intellectual ; and, like 
other products of the fine arts, it is then finest when it is 
most eminently disinterested—tliat is, most conspicuously 

• 

detached from gross palpable uses. Yet, iu very many 
cases, it really has the obvious uses of that gross palpable 
order ; as in the cases just noticed, when it gives light to 
the understanding, or power to the will, removing obscuri¬ 
ties from one set of tlrtiths, and into another circulating the 
lif#-blood of sensibility. In these cases, meantime, the 
style is contemplated as a thing sepai*able from the thoughts; 
iu fact, as the dress of the thoughts—a robe that may be 
laid aside at ijlcasiue. But 

3. There arises a case entirely difierent, whore style 
cannot be regarded as a dress or alien* covering, but where 
style becomes the incarnation of the thoughts. The 
human body is not the dress or apparel of the human 
spirit; far more mysterious is the mode of their union. 
Call the two elements A and B j ^then it is impossible to 
point out A as existing aloof from B, or vice versa, A 
exists in and through B, B exists in and through A. No 
profound observer can have failed to observe this illustrated 
in the capacities of style. Imagery is sometimes not the 
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'mere alien apparelling of a thought, and of a nature to be 
detached from the thought, but is the co-eflBcicnt that, being 
superadded to something else, absolutely makes the thought 
as a third aud separate existence. 

In this third case, our English tendency to undervalue 
style goes more deeply into error than in the other two. 
In those two we simply underrate the enormous services 
that are or might be rendered by style to the interests of 
truth and human thinking j but, in the third case, we go near 
to abolish a mode of existence. This is not so impossible an 
offence as might be supposed. There are many ideas in 
Leibnitz, in Kant, in the schoolmen, in Plato at times, and 
certainly in Aristotle (as tlie ideas of antiperistasis, eiite- 
lecheia, &c.), which are only to be arrested and realized by 
a signal effort —by a struggle and a nisus both of reflection 
and of large combination, l^ow, where so much depends 
upon an effort—on a spasmodic strain—to fail by a hair’s 
breadth is to collapse. For instance, the idea involved in 
the word transcendental,* as used in the critical philo- 


* Transcendental." —Kant, who was the most sincere, honour¬ 
able, and truthful of human beings, alw.ays understood himself, lie 
hated tricks, disguises, or mystifications, simulation equally with 
dissimulation; and his love of the English was built avowedly on 
their veracity. So far he has an extra chance of intelligibility. On the 
other hand, of all men, he had the least talent for explaining himself, 
or communicating his views to others. Whenever Kant undertakes 
to render into popular language the secrets of metaphysics, one in¬ 
evitably thinks of Bardolph’s attempt to analyse and justify the word 
accommodation ,:—“ Accommodation —that is, when a man is (as they 
say) accommodated; or when a man is being whereby he may be 
thought to bo accommodated, which is an excellent thing.” There 
aro sometimes Eleusinian mysteries, sealed by nature herself, the 
mighty mother, as aporreta^ things essentially ineffable and unutter¬ 
able in vulgar cars. Long, for instance, he laboured, but vainly he 
laboured to render intelligible the scholastic idea of the transccu- 
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Bophy of Eant, illustrates the metaphysical relations of 
style. 


dental. This should have been easy to deal with; for oi^ the one side 
lay the transcendent, on the other the immanent, two buoys to map 
opt the channel; and yet did Kant, throughout his long life, fail to 
satisfy any one man who was not previously and independently in 
possession of the idea. Difficulties of this nature should seem as 
little related to artifice of style and diction as geometrical difficulties ; 
and yet it is certain that, by throwing the stress and emphasis of the 
perplexity upon the exact verbal nodus of the problem, a bettor 
structure of his sentences would have guided Kant to a readier 
apprehension of the real shape which the difficulty assumed to the 
ordinary student. 


E—VJI. 


FRENCH AND ENGLISH MANNERS. 

An impression prevails pretty generally that the manners 
of our French neighbours arc more polished than our own, 
and by most people this is assumed as a thing conceded 
even amongst ourselves, who are the persons most interested 
in denying it. A concession, however, made in ignorance, 
avails notliing. Such a concession argues the candour of 
tlie conceding party, but not therefore the truth of the 
charge. We English are ready enough to tax our countiy- 
men with such vices of deportment or habits as are flagrantly 
obtrusive ; and sometimes even with such as are altogether 
imaginary.* A fault is not necessarily a real one, because 

Witness tlio nialiciouB charge against all of us English, so 
current in the mouths of both Frenchmen and the English them¬ 
selves, that from aristocratic jealousies as to the rank and pretensions 
of parties not personally known and guaranteed to us, wo avoid on 
the Continent beyond all other society that of our own countrymen. 
If this were even true, there might bo alleged some reasons for it not 
altogether illiberal. Meantime it happens, that the very contradictory 
charge to this exists as a standing reproach to the English in our 
own literature. From Lord Chesterfield’s days downwards to this 
present era, it has been made an argument of our national absurdity, 
that we English herd only with oui own countrymen—that we do 
not virtimlljj quit England—and that in this way we only of all 
European nations fail to improve by travel, refusing, in fact, to* 
benefit by that extended experience which originally had been the 
ostensible object of our travels. Malignant calumniator, whether 
foreign or (as too often happens) native English, reconcile these 
charges, if you can I 




FRENCH AND ENGLISH MANNERS. 


99 


it happens to be denounced by English people as an English 
fiiult ; nor, if it were so, ought we to lay any great stress 
upon it, so long as it is demonstrable that these same 
English accusers have overlooked the counterbalancing 
fault in the particular nation with which they arc com¬ 
paring ns. We, for our part, cannot afford to be so 
candid as all that. Candour is a very costly virtue—it 
costs us a most distressing effort of mind to confess any¬ 
thing, however true, against ourselves or against our 
couiitiy, unless when we have a “ consideration ” ff)r doing 
so. In the present case, we shall find tliis consideration 
in the power of retaliation upon the French by means of 
corresponding exceptions to their manners. Luckily, if 
we offend in one way, ihei/ offend not less conspicuously in 
anotlicr. Having this set-off against our ancient enemy, 
we are not indisposed to admit the trutli against ourselves, 
which else it would have been quite out of the question to 
expect of us. 

The idea involved in what we call mawiers is a very 
complex one ; and in some of its elements, as we may 
have occasion to show farther on, it represents qualities of 
character (or also of temperament) that are perfectly neutral 
as regards the social expression of manners. This sr)cial 
expression, which is the chief thing that men think of when 
describing manners as good or bad, lies in two capital 
features : first of all, in respect for others ; secondly, in 
self-respect. Now, the English fail too often in the first, 
the French in the second. 2'here is the balance. Tiie 
French have reason to take ns for models in all which 
regards the first; we them as regards the second. 

The term respect for others ’ may seem too strong for 
the cfise. Respect^ in its graver expressions, may have no 
opening for itself in casual intercourse with strangers. 



100 


FRENCH AND ENGLISH MANNERS. 


But simple decency of appearance, and decorum of manner, 
warrant that limited mode of respect which expresses itself 
by courtesy and affability. You listen to the stranger 
with complaisance; you answer him with cheerfulness. 
So much of attention might be justified in the most aristo¬ 
cratic countiy by a decent exterior, by a demeanour not 
brutal, and by a style of conversation not absolutely re¬ 
pulsive. Here it is, and in ’all Ctoses where the relation 
between strangers rests upon the simple footing of their 
common humanity, that the Frenchman has so great an 
advantage over the Englishman. Every Frenchman has 
been trained from his infancy to recognise in all human 
beings an indefeasible claim upon his civility. To listen 
without visible impatience upon being asked by a stranger 
for information—to answer without abruptness or marked 
expression of hurry, the Frenchman considers a mere debt 
to the universal rights of human nature ; and to refuse 
the payment of a debt so easily settled he would regard as 
a dishonour to himself. Tlie Englishman, on the other 
liand, in the same circumstances, is too often morose and 
churlish ; he answers fretfully, hurriedly, and briefly, as to 
one who is interrupting him unseasonably, or even robbing 
him of his time; and at any rate it is rare that he answers 
as if he had a pleasure in giving the information asked. 
This tone of harshness and incivility it is that constantly 
deters people of quick sensibility from addressing themselves 
at random, in any case of difficulty, to the street-passengers 
ill London. Often have- we observed timid or nervous 
people drawing up into a comer, and anxiously reviewing 
the stream of passing faces, in order to select one that might 
promise patience enough and kindness for enduring the inter¬ 
ruption. This repulsive aspect of British manners wears 
even an exaggerated shape in Scotland. London is not 
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half BO uncivilized in this respect as some of the lowland 
Scottish cities. Ask a question of ten successive passen¬ 
gers, and nine of the answers will give you reason to wish 
that you had held your tougue. Even sexual gallantry 
avails not always to prompt courtesy. A handsome young 
lady from the northern Highlands of Scotland, used to the 
courtesy of her Celtic countrymen (for the Scotch High¬ 
landers have no resemblance in this point to the lowland 
Scotch), told us that on her first visit to Glasgow, happen¬ 
ing to inquire her way of a working-man, instead of any 
direction whatever, she received a lecture for her pre¬ 
sumption in supposing that “ folk ” had nothing else to do 
but to tmswer idle people’s questions. This was her first 
application. Her second was less mortifying, but equally 
unprofitable. The man in that second case uttered no 
word at all, civil or uncivil; but with a semicircular wave 
backwards of his right arm, jerked his right thumb over 
his right shoulder, after which he repeated the same ma¬ 
noeuvre with his left arm, left thumb, and left shoulder— 
leaving the young Inverness-shire lady utterly mystified by 
his hieroglyphics, which to this hour she has not solved, 
though still thankful that he had forborne to lecture her. 

At first sight, then, it may be easily imagined how fas¬ 
cinating * is the aspect of a society moulded by French 


* A Glasgow or Paisloy man, who published an account of his tour 
to Paris some 16 or 18 years ago, furnishes a memorable illustration 
of the profound impression made on him by a sudden transition from 
his native country to France. He professes himself a rigid Presby¬ 
terian, and everywhere shows a bigoted hatred of Popery, which at 
times expresses itself most indecorously; for instance, .is one shocking 
and abominable expression of his ov n rancorous bigot ry (which it is 
to b«i hoped that the most frantic of Presbyterian zealots would in¬ 
dignantly disow'n as at all within the limits of toler.ati<m), he acknow¬ 
ledges a vehement impulse driving him towards some public outrage 
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courtesy, coming in direct succession to that harsher form 
which society wears in the streets of this* island. And yet 
even tliis French courtesy has been the object of suspicion 
in reference to its real origin. Mr. Scott of Aberdeen, a 
celebrated man in his day,* was assured, during one of his 
French tours, and not by any envious foreigner, but by a 
discerning Frenchman, that the true ground of French 
affability was, not any superior kindness of heart disposable 
for petty occasions, but the national love of talking. A 
French woman comes out of her road, or leaves her shop, 
in order to finish her instructions as to your proper route, 
so that mistake shall be impossible. She does this, with 
an empressement that seems truly amiable, bccaflse ap¬ 
parently altogether disinterested. “ By no means,” said her 
cynical countryman to Mr. Scott, “ not at all disinterested. 
What she seeks to gratify is far less any temper of general 
kindliness than the furious passion for hearing herself talk. 
Garrulity is what you gentlemen from England have mis¬ 
taken for diffusive courtesy.” There is so far a foundation 
for this caustic remark, that undoubtedly the French are 

or expression of scorn to the ceremoniid and public services of the 
national religion ; in particular he owns a rabid desire to spit into 
the vessel of holy water at the church-doors. Yet, in spite of this 
insane bigotiy, such was his astoiiishiuent at the general courtesy 
amongst the h''rench, and such was his sense of the public peace pn' 
duced by this courtesy, combined with general sobriety, that he 
seriously propounds the question—whether, even the sacrifice of Pro¬ 
testant purity, and the adoption of Popery, would not ho a cheap 
price to pay, if by such changes—changes, remember, in wbut he 
considers the suprt ic of all truths—it were possible to purchase these 
French advantages of quiet and refinement. 

* “ day," —viz., the day of Waterloo, and six years later. He 

died in 1821 from the consequences of a duel fought'in a hot summer 
season: with cooler weather, his wounds were not of a dangerous 
class. He published two celebrated Tours to the Continent, one after 
the first conquest of Paris in 1S14, and a second after Waterloo. 
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the most garrulous people upon earth. Look into the novels 
of Eugene Sue and of Dumas, which reflect pretty accu¬ 
rately the external features of Parisian society, and you 
will perceive how indispensable to the daily comfort of 
the general population is copious talking, and unlimited 
indulgence of petty personal curiosity. These habits natu¬ 
rally support and strengthen the auxiliary habit of cheerful 
politeness. To tempt others into the spirit of communica¬ 
tiveness, it is indispensable to open their hearts by courteous 
and genial treatment. But, allowing for this undoubted 
national infirmity, viz., the intense predisposition to gossip¬ 
ing and commerage —it still remains undeniable, that the 
French, with less of a profound or impassioned benignity 
than some of their neighbours, have more by a great deal 
of that light-hearted, surface good-nature, which applies it¬ 
self to trivial and uncostly services. 

The garrulity of the French temperament, therefore, if it 
mingles a little as a selfish element in the French affability, 
is yet so far valuable as it offers a collateral pledge for 
its continuance. This demur, therefore, will not seriously 
disturb the pretensions of the French to the most amiable. 
form of national politeness that has ever descended deeply 
amongst the body of the people. But another demur there 
is, not suggested by any countryman of their own, but 
irresistibly forced upon the notice of us islanders by the 
clamorous contrast with our own manners, which does un¬ 
doubtedly probe the value of their refinement in a way 
painfally humiliating. Ask any candid and observing tourist 
in France for the result of his experience, and he will agree 
that generally at the tahle-d'hdte, and especially when the 
company is composed chiefly of flying travcllcjs, the French 
manifest a selfishness and an exclusiveness of attention to 
their own comfort, which is shocking to a native of this 
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country. In thorough contradiction to the prevailing notions 
of this country, which, on such subjects, are almost uni¬ 
formly unsoimd, the French, nationally, are great eaters. 
They and the Germans are the two most gormandi^ingraces 
in Europe. This gratification is not for a moment laid 
under any restraint by the verbal sacrifices to eivility. The 
dishes are rifled of their best luxuries in the same unblush¬ 
ing spirit of selfishness which would govern most of us in 
escaping from a burning theatre. Of course no individual 
experience is sufficient for sustaining this as a national 
charge; but we have heard concurrent testimonies from so 
many travellers to the same effect, all tending to show a 
general selfishness amongst the French in any similar case 
of competition, which the cloak of external and verbal 
politeness does but the more powerfully expose. Such an 
exposure, if true and iinexaggcratcd, stands out in violent 
contrast to all that we have ourselves observed of British 
life. Through a course of many years’ familiarity with 
our own mails, and other public carriages, we never once 
witnessed a dinner at which the spirit of mutual attention 
and self-sacrifice did not preside. 

Even in respect for others, therefore, where generally the 
French so much excel ourselves, yet when a selfish interest 
thwarts the natural tendency of their manners, this tendency 
appears to give way. But it is in sc^-respect that the 
French most of all betray their inferiority j and here it is 
the countervailing excellence of British manners asserts it¬ 
self. The stem and too often surly Briton, whether* Eng- 

lishman or Scotchman, is saved by this very form of un- 

% 

amiableness from the pettiness of garrulity. If sometimes 
he is disagreeable, at least he is not undignified ; if he pre¬ 
sents an unattractive pKasis to society, at any rate he is not 
unmanly. Now, of all unmanliness, intellectually, though 
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not morally speaking, the habits of gossip and loquacious¬ 
ness are about the most degrading. 

Yet gossiping and garrulity are not the most prominent 
infirmities by which the French betray their deficient self- 
respect. Gesticulation, as an inseparable organ of French 
conversation, is even more immediately disfiguring to the 
ideal of personal dignity. A gesticulating nation cannot be 
a dignified nation. A running accompaniment of panto¬ 
mime may be picturesque, and in harmony with the general 
vivacity amongst J:iarlequins and columbines, but cannot for 
a moment reconcile itself with any authentic standard of 
human dignity. The French have been notorious through 
generations for their puerile affectation of Roman forms, 
models, and historic precedents ; and yet, beyond all other 
races known to history, the Roman is that which it would 
be most difficult to represent, as expressing the grandeur of 
its purposes by gesticulation or histrionic pantomime. 

This feature of French manners, and the essential degra¬ 
dation which cleaves to it, ought to be kept before the 
public eye at this moment, when not only the increasing 
intercourse with France, but also the insensible contagion 
from our own popular novels, too often written by those 
who are semi-denizens of Paris, violently tend to the trans¬ 
figuration of our own ideals, so greatly superior in this 
particular to those of France. In many of these novels we 
have it said as a matter of course, that A or B “ shrugged 
his shoulders.” But what Englishman, unless ridiculously 
metamorphised by Paris, so as absolutely to have forgotten 
his own native usages, ever uses this odious gesture, or 
could use it with any hope of not disgusting his audience % 
not to mention other forms of pantomime still more degrad¬ 
ing. Though countenanced by good society in Paiis (such, 
for example, as the application of the finger to the side of 
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the nostrils, together with an accompanying advancement 
of the face, by way of expressing a signal of knowingness 
or insinuation of secret understanding), even the words and 
phrases imported by our novels, and which are already 
settling into vernacular use, are sometimes fitted to import 
also the vulgar sentiment which they embody. Twenty-five 
years ago the vile ejaculation was utterly un¬ 

known to the English public. Now, and entirely through 
the currency given to it by our own novels, it has become 
the most popular expression for dismissing with contempt 
any opinion or suggestion of the person with whom you are 
conversing. Sir Edward Lytton was amongst the earliest 
and deepest offenders. Anything more brutal or more in¬ 
solent, in the way of summary contempt, cannot be imagined. 
To reject your companion’s thoughts may sometimes be 
requisite in mere sincerity ; but tc/ do so with this plebeian 
want of consideration, leaving behind it the same sense of 
a stingii]g insult as would follow the act of puffing the 
smoke from a tobacco-pipe into your face, is a striking in¬ 
stance of the real coarseness which too often creeps amongst 
the refinements of the French. 

This instance, by the way, illustrates also the fact tfiat 
the French swerve at times from the law of respect to 
others not less grossly (though less frequently) than from 
the law of self-respect; and it is worthy of remark that 
they swerve uniformly from the proper tone of respect for 
others, when it happens that this respect is precluded from 
expressing itself (as between equals it does) by meaiu of 
kindness and coiirtesy. Thus, in the intercourse between 
master and servant, the French always hold a false tone, 
whether in real life, or in the imitations of the drama. 
The French master is never dignified, though he may chance 
to bo tyrannical; and the French servant, without meaning 
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to be so, is always disrespectfully familiar. Tbe late Lady 
Blessingtoji well illustrated the difterence between a French 
and an English footman, “ If,” said she, “ I ask my Eng¬ 
lish servant any question about the residence and occupji- 
tion of a petitioner who may have called to solicit charity, 
he answers rigorously to the particular questions I put; not 
by one hair’s-breadth does he allow himself to wander into 
circumstances about whicli I have not questioned him. But 
the Frenchman fancies himself called upon to give liis 
opinion upon every point, however remotely connected with 
my inquiries. He loses himself in volumes of garrulity ; 
and, without designing any disrespect, practically by his 
voluble maimer forgets that he is speaking to his mistress.” 

To the manners of a nation belong also its usages, and 
some of these amongst the French are essentially vulgar. 
That field would lead us too far. But in the meantime, 
when peace and the increasing facilities of locomotion are 
annually bringing us more and more within French influ¬ 
ence, it may liave a seasonable use to direct the thoughts 
upon the current prejudice that French manners furnish 
any absolute model—to separate that which is really good 
and beautiful from that which rests upon false foundations 
—and, by suggesting a spirit of jealous discrimination in 
relation to foreign manners, eventually to warn us against 
exotic forms of coxcombry, and sometimes against exotic 
forms of sheer slang and brutality. 



CHARLES LAMB. 


It sounds paradoxical, but is not so in a bad sense, to 
say, that in every literature of large compass some authors 
will be found to rest much of the interest which surrounds 
them on their essential woTi-popularity. They are good for 
the very reason that they are not in conformity to the cur¬ 
rent taste. They interest because to the world they are 
not interesting. They attract by means of their repulsion. 
Not as though it could separately furnish a reason for loving 
a book, that the majority of men had found it repulsive. 
Prima facie, it must suggest some presumption against a 
book, that it has failed to gain public attention. To have 
roused hostility indeed, to have kindled a feud against its 
own principles or its temper, may happen to be a good 
sign. That argues power. Hatred may be promising. 
The deepest revolutions of mind sometimes begin in hatred. 
But simply to have left a reader unimpressed, is in itself a 
neutral result, from which the inference is doubtful. Yet 
even that, even simple failure to impress, may happen at 
times to be a result from positive powers in a writer, from 
special originalities such as rarely reflect themselves in the 
mirror of the ordinary understanding. It seems little to be 
perceived, how much the great scriptural* idea of the 


* “ Scriptural" we call it, because this element of thought, so in¬ 
dispensable to a profound [)hilosophy of morals, is not simply mor4t 




CHARLES LAUB. 


109 


worldly and the unworldly is found to emerge in literature 
as well as in life. In reality, the very same combinations 
of moral qualities, infinitely varied, which compose the 
harsh physiognomy of what we call worldliness in the 
living groups of life, must unavoidably present themselves 
in books. A library divides into sections of worldly and 
unworldly, even as a crowd of men divides into that same 
majority and minority. The world has an instinct for re¬ 
cognising its own j and recoils from certain qualities when 
exemplified in books, with the same disgust or defective 
sympathy as would have governed it in real life. From 
qualities, for instance, of childlike simplicity, of shy pro¬ 
fundity, or of inspired self-communion, the world does and 
must turn away its face towards grosser, bolder, more de¬ 
termined, or more intelligible expressions of character and 
intellect; and not otherwise in literature, nor at all less in 
literature, than it does in the realities of life. 

Charles Lamb, if any ever wazy is amongst the class 
here contemplated ; he, if any ever hasy ranks amongst 
writers whose works are destined to be for ever un¬ 
popular, and yet for ever interesting; interesting, more¬ 
over, by means of those very qualities which guarantee 
their non-popularity. The same qualities which will be 
found forbidding to the world and the thoughtless, which 
will be found insipid to many even amongst robust and 
powerful minds, are exactly those which will continue to 
command a select audience in every generation. The prose 
essays, under the signature of EliUy form the most delight¬ 
ful section amongst Lamb’s works. They traverse a pecu- 

used in Scripture than elsewhere, but is bo exclusively significant or 
intelligible amidst the correlative ideas of Scripture, as to be abso¬ 
lutely insusceptiblo of translation into clasnical Greek or classical 



110 


CHARLES LAMB. 


liar field of observation, sequestered from general interest; 
and they arc composed in a spirit too delicate and unob¬ 
trusive to catch the ear of the noisy crowd, clamouring for 
strong sensations. But this retiring delicacy itself, the 
pensiveness chequered by gleams of the fanciful, and the 
humour that is touched with cross lights of pathos, together 
with the picturesque quaintness of the objects casually de¬ 
scribed, whether men, or things, or usages, and, in the rear 
of all this, the constant recurrence to ancient recollections 
and to decaying forms of household life, as things retiring 
before the tumult of new and revolutionary generations ; 
these traits in combination communicate to the papers a 
grace and strength of originality which nothing in any 
literature approaches, whether for degree or kind of excel¬ 
lence, except the most felicitous papers of Addison, such os 
tliosc on Sir Roger de Coverley,and some others in the 
same vein of composition. They resemble Addison’s papers 
also in the diction, which is natural and idiomatic, even to 
carelessness. They are equally faithful to the truth of 
nature ; and in this only they differ remarkably^—that the 
sketches of Elia reflect the stamp and impress of the 
writer’s own character, whereas in all those of Addison the 
personal peculiarities of the delineator (though known to 
the reader from the beginning through the account of the 
club) are nearly quiescent? Now and then they are recalled 
into a momentary notice, but they do not act, or at all 
modify his pictures of Sir Roger or Will Wimble. TAey 
are slightly and j^miably eccentric ; but the Spectator him¬ 
self, in describing them,, takes the station of an ordinary 
observer. 

Everywhere, indeed, in the writings of Lamb, and not 
merely in his ^lia, the character of the writer co-operates 
in an under current to the effect of the thing written. To 
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understand, in the fullest sense, either the gaiety or the ten¬ 
derness of a particular passage, you must have some in¬ 
sight into the particular bias of the writer’s mind, whether 
native and original, or impressed graducally by the accidents 
of situation; whether simply developed out of predisposi¬ 
tions by the action of life, or violently scorched into the 
constitution by some fierce fever of calamity. There is in 
modem literature a whole class of wiiters, though not a 
large one, standing within the same category ; some marked 
originality of character in the writer becomes a co-efficient 
with what he says to a common result; you must sympa¬ 
thize with this personality in the author before you can 
appreciate the most significant parts of his views. In most 
books tlie writer figures as a mere abstraction, without sex 
or age or local station, whom the reader banishes from his 
thoughts. What is written seems to proceed from a blank 
intellect, not from a man clothed with fleshly peculiarities 
and differences. These peculiarities and diff’erences neither 
do, nor (generally speaking) could intermingle with the 
texture of the thoughts, so as to modify their force or their 
direction. In such books, and they form the vast majority, 
there is nothing to be found or to be looked for beyond the 
direct objective. {Sit venia verbo /) But, in a small sec¬ 
tion of books, the objective in the thought becpjnes con¬ 
fluent with the subjective in the i;hink('r—the two forces 
unite for a joint product; and fully to enjoy the product, 
or fully to apprehend cither element, both must be known. 
It is singular, and worth inquiring into, for the reason that 
the Greek and Koman literature had no such books. Timon 
of Athens, or Diogenes, one may conceive qualified for this 
mode of authorship, had journalism existed to rouse tlicm 
in those days; their “ articles ” would no doubt have been 
fearfully caustic. But, as they failed to produce anything, 
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and Lucian in an after age is scarcely characteristic enough 
for the purpose, perhaps we may pronounce Babelais and 
Montaigne the earliest of writers in the class described. In 
the century following theirs^ came Sir Thomas Browne, and 
immediately after him La Fontaine. Then came Swift, 
Sterne, with others less distinguished ; in Glermany, Hippcl, 
the friend of Kant, Harmann, the obscure ; and the greatest 
of the whole body—John Paul Fr. Richter. In himy from 
the strength and determinateness of his nature, as well as 
from the great extent of his writing, the philosophy of this 
interaction between the author as a human agency and his 
theme as an intellectual re-agency, might best be studied. 
From him might be derived the largest number of cases, 
illustrating boldly this absorption of the universal into the 
concrete—of the pure intellect into the human nature of 
the author. But nowhere could illustrations be found 
more interesting—shy, delicate, evanescent—shy as light¬ 
ning, delicate and evanescent as the coloured pencillings on 
a frosty night from the northern lights, than in the better 
parts of Lamb. 

To appreciate Lamb, therefore, it is requisite that his 
character and temperament should be understood in their 
coyest and most wayward features. A capital defect it 
would be if these could not be gathered silently from 
Lamb’s works themsclfes. It would be a fatal mode of 
dependency upon an alien and separable accident if they 
needed an external commentary. But they do not The 
syllables lurj[ up and down the writings of Lamb which 
decipher his eccentric nature. His character lies there 
dispersed in anagram ; and to any attentive reader the 
regathering and restoration of the total word from its 
scattered parts is inevitable without an effort. Still it is 
always a satisfaction in knowing a result, to know also its 
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why and how ; and in so far as every character is likMy to 
be modified by the particular experience, sad or joyous, 
through which the life has travelled, it is a good contri¬ 
bution towards the knowledge of that resulting character 
as a whole to have a sketch of that particular experience. 
What trials did it impose ? What energies did it task 1 
What temptations did it unfold? These calls upon the 
moral powers, which in music so stormy, many a life is 
doomed to hear, how were they faced ? The character in a 
capital degree moulds oftentimes the life, but the life always 
in a subordinate degree moulds the character. And the 
character being in this case of Lamb so much of a key to 
the writings, it becomes important that the life should be 
traced, however briefly, as a key to the character. 

That is one reason for detaining the reader with some 
slight ^cord of Lamb’s career. Such a record by prefer¬ 
ence and of right belongs to a case where the intellectual 
display, which is the sole ground of any public interest at 
all in the man, has been intensely modified by the huma¬ 
nities and moral personalities distinguishing the subject. 
We read a Physiology, and need no information as to the 
life and conversation of its author; a meditative poem 
becomes far better understood by the light of such infor¬ 
mation ; but a work of genial and at the same time eccen¬ 
tric sentiment, wandering upon untrodden paths, is barely 
intelligible without it. There is a good reason for arresting 
judgment on the writer, that the court may receive evidence 
on the life of the man. But there is another reason, and, 
in any other place, a better ; which reason lies in the extra¬ 
ordinary value of the life considered separately for itself. 
Logically, it is not allowable to say that here ; and, con¬ 
sidering the principal purpose of this paper, any possible 
independent value of the life must rank as a better reason 
B 2 
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, for reporting it. Since, in a case where the original object 
is professedly to estimate the writings of a man, whatever 
promises to further that object must, merely by that ten¬ 
dency, have, in relation to that place, a momentary advan¬ 
tage which it would lose if valued upon a more abstract 
scale. Liberated from this casual office of throwing light 
upon a book—raised to its grander station of a solemn 
deposition to the moral capacities of man in conflict with 
calamity—viewed as a return made into the chanceries of 
heaven—upon an issue directed from that court to try the 
amount of power lodged in a poor desolate pair of human 
creatures for facing the very anarchy of storms—this 
obscure life of the two Lambs, brother and sister (for the 
two lives were one life), rises into a grandeur that is not 
paralleled once in a generation. 

Rich, indeed, in moral instruction was the life of Charles 
Lamb ; and perhaps in one chief result it oflers to the 
thoughtful observer a lesson of consolation that is awful, 
and of hope that ought to be immortal, viz., in the record 
which it furnishes, that by meekness of submission, and 
by earnest conflict witli evil, in the spirit of cheerfulness, 
it is possible ultimately to disarm or to blunt the very 
heaviest of curses—even the curse of lunacy. Had it been 
whispered, in hours of infancy, to Lamb, by the angel who 
stood by his cradle—“ Thou, and the sister that walks by 
ten years before thee, shall be through life, each to each, 
the solitary fountain of comfort; and except it be from this 
fountain of mutual love, except it be as brother and sister, 
ye shall not "tasto the cup of peace on earth ! ”—here, if 
there was sorrow in reversion, there was also consolation. 

But what funeral swamps would have iiistimtly ingulfed 
this consolation, had some meddling fiend prolonged the 
revelation, and, holding up the curtain from the sad future 
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a ,little longer, had said scornfully—‘‘ Peace on earth ! 
Peace for you two, Charles and Mary Lamb ! What peace 
is possible under the curse which even now is gathering 
against your heads? Is there peace on earth for the 
lunatic—^peace for the parenticide—peace for the girl that, 
without warning, and without time granted for a peniten¬ 
tial cry to Heaven, sends her mother to the Last audit ?” 
And then, without treachery, speaking bare truth, this 
prophet of wo might have added—“ Thou also, thyself, 
Charles Lamb, thou in thy proper person, shalt enter the 
skirts of this dreadful hail-storm ; even tJiou shalt taste 
the secrets of lunacy, and enter as a captive its house of 
bondage wliilst over thy sister the accursed scorpion shall 
hang suspended through life, like Death hanging over the 
beds of hospitals, striking at times, but more often threaten¬ 
ing to strike ; or withdrawing its instant menaces only to lay 
bare her mind more bitterly to the persecutions of a haunted 
memory !” Considering the nature of the calamity, in the 
first place ; considering, in the second place, its life-long 
duration ; and, in the last place, considering the quality of 
the resistance by which it was met, aud under what circum¬ 
stances of humble resources in money or frientls—we have 
come to tlie deliberate judgment, that the whole range of 
liistory scarcely presents a more affecting spectacle of per¬ 
petual sorrow, humiliation, or conflict, and that was sup¬ 
ported to the end (that is, through forty years) with more 
resignation, or with more absolute victory. 

Charles Lamb was born in February of tlie year 1775. 
His immediate descent was humbl®; for his father, though 
on one particuLar occasion civilly described as a “ scrivener,” 
was in reality a domestic servant to Mr. Salt—a bencher 

Lamb was himself confined for six weeks at one period of his 
life in a lunatic asylum. 
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(and, therefore, a barrister of some standing) in the Inner 
Temple. John Lamb, the father, belonged by birth to 
Lincoln; from which city, being transferred to London 
whilst yet a boy, he entered the service of Mr. Salt without 
delay ; and apparently from this period, throughout his 
life, continued in this good man’s household to support the 
honourable relation of a Roman client to his patronus^ much 
more than that of a mercenary servant to a transient and 
capricious master. The terms on wliich Mr. S. seems to have 
lived with the family of tlie Lambs, argue a kindness and a 
liberality of nature on both sides. John Lamb recommended 
himself as an attendant by the versatility of his accomplish¬ 
ments ; and Mr. Salt, being a widower without children, 
wliich means, in effect, an old bachelor, naturally valued 
that encyclopaedic range of dexterity which made his house 
independent of external aid for every mode of service. 
To kill one’s own mutton is but an operose way of arriving 
at a dinner, and often a more costly way ; whereas, to 
combine one’s own carpenter, locksmith, hair-dresser, groom, 
&c., all in one man’s person—to have a Robinson Crusoe, 
up to all emergencies of life, always in waiting—is a luxury 
of the highest class for one who values his case. 

A consultation is held more freely with a man familiar 
to one’s eye, and more profitably with a man aware of one’s 
peculiar habits. And another advantage from such an 
arrangement is, that one gets any little alteration or repair 
executed on the spot. To hear is to obey, and by an inver¬ 
sion of Pope’s rule— 

‘^One alwaysjW, and never to he, blest.” 

People of one sole accomplishment, like the homo unim 
are usually within that narrow circle disagreeably 
perfect, and, therefore, apt to be aiTogant. People who 
can do all things, usually do every one of them ill; and 
living in a constant effort to deny this too palpable fact, 
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they become irritably vain. But Mr. Lamb the elder seems 
to have been bent on perfection. He did all things ; he 
did^them all well ; and yet was neither gloomily arrogant, 
nor testily vain. And being conscious apparently that all 
mechanic excellencies tend to illiberal results, unless coun¬ 
teracted by perpetual sacrifices to the graces, he went so far 
as to cultivate poetry ; he even printed his poems, and were 
we possessed of a copy (which we are not, nor probably is 
the Vatican), it would give us pleasure at this point to 
digress for a moment, and to cut them up, purely on con¬ 
siderations of respect to the author’s memory. It is hardly 
to be supposed that they did not really merit castigation ; 
and we should best show the sincerity of our respect for 
Mr. Lamb, senior, in all those cases where we could con¬ 
scientiously profess respect by an unlimited application of 
the knout in the cases where we could 7iof. 

The whole family of the Lambs seems to have won from 
Mr. Salt the consideration which is granted to humble 
friends ; and from acquaintances nearer to their own 
standing, to have won a tenderness of esteem such as is 
granted to decayed gentry. Yet naturally, the social rank 
of the parents, as people still living, must have operated 
disadvantageous]^ for the children. It is hard, even for 
the practised philosopher, to distinguish aristocratic graces 
of manner, and capacities of delicate feeling, in people 
whose very hearth and dress bear witness to the servile 
humility of their station. Yet such distinctions, as wild 
gifts of nature, timidly and half unconsciously asserted 
themselves in the unpretending Lambs. Already in Iketr 
favour there exigted a silent privilege analogous to the 
famous one of Lord Kinsale.* He, by special grant from 


* Whom, by the way, a modem Peerage tells us that, strictly speak¬ 
ing (or rather strictly spelling), we ought to call Kingsale. Very 
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the crown, is allowed, when standing before the king, to 
forget that he is not himself a king; the bearer of that 
peerage, through all generations, has the privilege* of 
wearing his hat in the royal presence. By a general 
though tacit concession of the same nature, the rising 
generation of the Lambs, John and Charles, the two sons, 
and Mary Lamb, the only daughter, were permitted to 
forget that their grandmother had been a liousekeciier for 
sixty years, and that their father had worn a livery. 
Charles Lamb, individually, was so entirely humble, and so 
careless of social distinctions, that ho hais taken pleasure in 
recurring to these very facts in the family records amongst 
the most genial of his Elia recollections. He only continued 
to remember, without shame, and with a peculiar tcuder- 
ncss, these badges of plebeian rank when everybody els('., 
amongst the few survivors that could have known of their 
existence, had long dismissed them from their tlioughts. 

Probably through Mr. Salt’s interest it was that Charles 
Lamb, iji the autumn 1782, wlieii lie wanted sometliing 
more than four montlis of eomjdoting his ciglith year, re¬ 
ceived a presentation to the magnificent school of Christ’s 
Hospital. The late Dr. Arnold, when contrasting the 
seiiool of his own boyish experience, Winchester, with 
liugby, the school confided to his mahagemeiit, found 
nothing so much to regret in the circumstances of tlie 
latter as its forlorn condition with respect to historical tra¬ 
ditions. Wherever these wcto wanting, it occurred to Dr. 
Arnold that something of a compensatory effect f r im- 
jiressiiig the imagination miglit be obtained by connecting 
every important school *witli the nation ^through the link 
of annual prizes issuing from the exchctiuer. An official 

possibly. But, if so, we have been wrong throughout our whole erro¬ 
neous life ; and it is too late now to correct our spelling. 
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basis of national patronage might prove a substitute for an 
antiquarian or ancestral basis. Happily for the great 
educational foundations of London, none of them is in the 
naked condition of Kugby. Westminster, St. Paul’s, Mer¬ 
chant Tailors’, the Charter-house, &c., are all crowned with 
historical recollections; and Christ’s Hospital, besides tlio 
original honours of its foundation, so fitted to a consecrated 
place in a youthful imagination—an asylum for boy-students, 
provided by a boy king (Edward vi.)—a king innocent, reli¬ 
gious, preniatureiy and prematurely called away from 
earth—has also a mode of perpetual connexion with the 
state. It’cnioys, tuerefore, hath of Dr. Arnold’s .advantages. 
Indeed, all the great Ibuiidatioii schools of London, bearing 
in their very codes of organization the impress of a double 
function—viz., tlie conseiTatioii of sound IcJirning and of 
pure Kjligioii—wear sometliing of a monastic or cloistral 
character in their asi^ect and usages, which is peculiarly im¬ 
pressive, and even pathetic, amidst tie' iqnoiirs of a capital 
the most colossal and tiimultnou.s upon eavtJi. 

Here Lamb remaiiivjd until his fifteenth j'ear, which year 
threw him on the worhl, and )Ught him alongside the 
golden dawn of the Fr'iicIi Revolution. Here he learned 
a little elementary Greek, and of Latin more than a little , 
for his Latin notes to Mr. Cary (of Dante cel(d)rity) though 
brief, .are suftioient to reveal a true sense of what is grace¬ 
ful and idiomatic in Latiiiity. We say this, who have 
studied that subject more than most men. It is not tliat 
Lamb would have found it an easy task to compose a long 
paper in Latin—nobody can find it easy to do what ho has 
no motive for habitually practising * but a single sentence 
of Latin wearing the secret countersign of the “sweet 
Rojiiau hand,” .ascertains sufficiently that, in reading Latin 
classics, a man feels and comprehends their peculiar force 
or beauty. That is enough. It is requisite to a man's 
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expansion of mind that he should make acquaintance with 
a literature so radically differing from all modem literature 
as is the Latin. It is not requisite that he should practise 
Latin composition. Here, therefore, Lamb obtained in 
sufficient perfection one priceless accomplishment, which 
even singly throws a graceful air of liberality over all the 
rest of a man’s attainments : having rarely any pecuniary 
value, it challenges the-more attention to its intellectual 
value. Here also Lamb commenced the friendships of his 
life; and of all which he formed he lost none. Here it 
was, as the consummation and crown of his advantages from 
the time-honoured hospital, that he came to know “ Poor 
S. T. C.” * Tov 6av^a(TUi)raTOV. 

Until 1796, it is probable that he lost sight of Cole¬ 
ridge, who was then occupied with Cambridge, having been 
transferred thither as a privileged “ Grecian ” from Christ’s 
Hospital. That year, 1796, was a year of change^ and 
fearful calamity for Charles Limb. On that year revolved 
the wheels of his after life. During the three years suc¬ 
ceeding to his school d.iys, he had held a clerkship in the 
South Sea House. In 1795, he was transferred to the 
India House. As a junior clerk, he could not receive 
more than a slender salary ; but even this was important to 
the support of his parents and sister. They lived together 
in lodgings near Holborn ; and in the spring of 1796, Miss 
Lamb (liaving previously shown signs of lunacy at intervals), 
in a sudden paroxysm of her disease, seized a knife from 
the dinner table, and stabbed her mother, wdio died upon 
the spot. A coroner’s inquest easily ascertained the nature 

* "Poor S. T <7.”—The affecting expression by which Coleridge 
indicates himself in the few lines written during his last illness for 
an inscription upon his own gr.ave; lines ill constructed in point of 
diction and compression, but otherwise speaking from the depths of 
his heart. 
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of a case which was transparent in all its circumstances, 
and never for a moment indecisive as Regarded the medical 
symptoms. The poor young lady was transferred to the 
establishment for lunatics at Hoxton. She soon recovered, 
we believe ; but her relapses were as sudden as her re¬ 
coveries, and she continued through life to revisit, for periods 
of uncertain seclusion, that house of wo. This calamity of 
his fireside, followed soon after by the death of his father, 
who had for some time been in a state of imbecility, deter¬ 
mined the future destiny of Lamb. Apprehending, with 
the perfect grief of perfect love, that his sister’s fate was 
sealed for life—viewing her as his own greatest benefactress, 
which she really /tad been through her advantage by ten 
years of age—yielding with impassioned readiness to the 
depth of his fraternal affection, what at any rate he would 
have yielded to the sanctities of duty as interpreted by his 
own conscience—he resolved for ever to resign all thoughts 
of marriage with a young lady whom ho loved, for ever to 
abandon all ambitious prospects that might have tempted 
him into uncertainties, humbly to content himself with the 
certainties of his Indian clerkship, to dedicate himself for 
the future to the care of his desolate and prostrate sister, 
and to leave the rest to God. These sacrifices he made in 
no hurry or tumuTt, but deliberately, and in religious tran- 
(j[uillity. These sacrifices were acceijted in heaven ; and 
even on this earth they had their rcwai’d. She, for whom 
he gave up all, in turn gave up all for /dm. She devoted 
herself to his comfort. Many times she returned to the 
lunatic establishment, but many times she was restored to 
illuminate the household hearth for him ; and of the happi¬ 
ness which for forty years and more he had, no hour seemed 
tme that was not derived from her. Henceforward, there¬ 
fore, until he was emancipated by the noble generosity of 

¥ —VIII. 
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the East India Directors, Lamb’s time, for nine-and-twenty 
years, was given to the India House. 

“ 0 fortunati nimiurrij sua si bona ndrint** is applicable 
to more people than “ agncolce.^^ Clerks of the India 
House are as blind to their own advantages as the blindest 
of ploughmen. Lamb was summoned, it is true, through 
the larger and more genial section of his life, to the 
drudgery of a copying clerk—making confidential entries 
into mighty folios, on the subject of calicoes and muslins. 
By this means, whether he would or not, he became gradu¬ 
ally the author of a great “ seri^ ” work, in a frightful 
number of volumes, on as diy a department of literature as 
the children of the great desert could have suggested. No¬ 
body, he must have felt, was ever likely to study this great 
work of his, not even Dr. Dryasdust. He had written in 
vain, which is not pleasant to know. There would be no 
second edition called for by a discerning public in Leaden- 
hall Street ; not a cliance of that. And consequently the 
opera omnia of Lamb, drawn up in a hideous battalion, at 
the cost of labour so enormous, would be known only to 
certain families of spiders in one generation, and of rats in 
the next. Such a labour of Sisyphus,—the rolling up a 
ponderous stone to the summit of a hill only that it might 
roll back again by the gravitation of its own dulness,— 
seems a bad employment for a man of genius in his meridian 
energies. And yet, perhaps not. Perhaps the collective 
wisdom of Eqrope could not have devised for Lamb a more 
favourable condition of toil than this very India House 
clerkship. His works (his Lcadenhall Street works) were 
certainly not read ; popular they could not be, for they 
were not read by anybody; but then, to balance that^ they 
were not reviewed. His folios were of that order, which 
(in Cowper’s words) “not even critics criticise.” Is that 
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Qotbing 7 Is it no happiness to escape the hands of 
merciless reviewers ? Many of us escape being read ; the 
worshipful reviewer does not find time to read a line of us; 
but we do not for that reason escape being criticised, 
“ shown up,” and martyred. The list of errata again, com¬ 
mitted by Lamb, was probably of a magnitude to alarm 
any possible compositor; and yet these errata will never 
be known to mankind. They are dead and buried. They 
have been cut olF prematurely; and for any effect upon 
their generation, might as well never have existed. Then 
the returns, in a pecuniary sense, from these folios—how 
important were they / It is not common, certainly, to write 
folios ; but neither is it common to draw a steady income 
of from £300 to £400 per annum from volumes of any 
size. This will be admitted ; but would it not have been 
better to draw the income without the toil ? Doubtless it 
would always be more agi'ceable to have the rose without 
the thorn. But in the case before us, taken with all its 
circumstances, we deny that the toil is truly typified as a 
thorn; so far from being a thorn in Lamb’s daily life, on 
the contrary, it was a second rose ingrafted upon the origi¬ 
nal rose of the income, that he had to earn it by a moderate^ 
but continued exertion. Holidays, in a national establish¬ 
ment so great as the India House, and in our too fervid 
period, naturally could not be frequent; yet all great Eng¬ 
lish corporations are gracious masters, and indulgences of 
this nature could be obtained on a special application. Not 
to count upon these accidents of favour, we find that the 
regular toil of those in Lamb’s sitqp-tion began at ten in 
the morning, and ended as the clock struck four in the 
afternoon. Six hours composed the daily contribution of 
labour, that is precisely one-fourth part of the total day. 
But, us Sunday was exempted, the rigorous expression of 
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the quota was one-fourth of six-sevenths, which makes only 
six twenty-eighths and not six twenty-fourths of the total 
time. Less toil than this would hardly have availed to 
deepen the sense of value in that large part of the time 
still remaining disposable. Had there been any resumption 
whatever of labour in the evening, though but for half an 
hour, that one encroachment upon the broad continuous 
area of the eighteen free hours would have killed the tran¬ 
quillity of the' whole day, by sow'dkj it (so to speak) with 
intermitting anxieties—anxieties that, like tides, would still 
be rising and falling. Whereas now, at the early hour of 
four, when daylight is yet lingering in the air, even at the 
dead of winter, in the latitude of Loudon, and when the 
enjoying section of the d.ay is barely commencing, everything 
is left which a man would care to retain. A mere dilettante 
or amateur student, having no mercem),ry interest concerned, 
would, upon a refinement of luxury—would, upon choice, 
give up so much time to study, were it only to sharpen the 
value of wliat remained for plea,sure. And thus the only 
difference between the scheme of the India House distribut¬ 
ing his time for Lamb, and the scheme of a wise voluptuary 
distributing his time for liimself, lay, not in the amount of 
time deducted from enjoyment, but in the particular mode 
of appropriating that deduction. An intellectual appro¬ 
priation of the time, though casually fatiguing, must have 
pleasures of its own ; pleasures denied to a task so mechanic 
and so monotonous as that of reiterating endless records of 
sales or consignments not essentially varying from each 
other. True; it is^’y)leasanter to pursue an intellectual 
study than to make entries in a ledger. But even an in¬ 
tellectual toil is toil; few people can support it for more 
than six hours in a day. And the only question, therefore, 
after all, is, at what period of the day a man would prefer 
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taking this pleasure of study. Now, upon that point, as 
regards the case of Lamb, there is no opening for doubt. 
He, amongst his Popular Fallacies^ humorously illustrates 
the necessity of evening and artificial lights to the pros¬ 
perity of studies. After exposing, with the perfection of 
fun, the savage unsociality of those elder ancestors who 
lived (if life it was) before lamp-light was invented, showing 
that “jokes came in with caudle^” since “what repartees 
could have passed ” when people were “ grumbling at one 
another in the dark,” and “ when you must have felt about 
for a smile, and handled a neighbour’s cheek to be sure that 
he understood it ?”—he goes on to say, “This accounts for 
the seriousness of the elder poetry,” viz., because they had 
no candle-light. Even eating he objects to as a very im¬ 
perfect thing in the dark j you are not convinced that a 
dish tastes as it should do by the promise of its name, if 
you dine in the twilight without candles. Seeing is be¬ 
lieving. “ The senses absolutely give and take reciprocally.” 
The sight guarantees the taste. For instance, “ Can you 
tell pork from veal in the dark, or distinguish Sherries from 
pure Malaga?” To all enjoyments whatsoever candles are 
indisi^ensablc as an adjunct; but, as to reading, “ there 
is,” says Lamb, “ absolutely no such thing but by a candle. 
We have tried the affec^tation of a book at noon-day in 
gardens, but it was labour thrown away. It is a mockery, 
all that is reported of the influential Plimbus. No true 
poem ever owed its birth to the sun’s light. The mild in¬ 
ternal light, that reveals the fine shapings of poetry, like 
fires on the domestic hearth, goe» out in the sunshine. 
Milton’s morning hymn in Paradise, we woidd hold a good 
wager, was penned at midnight; and Taj^or’s rich descrip¬ 
tion of a simrise smeUs decidedly of the taper.” This 
view of evening and candle-light, as involved in the full 
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delight of literature, may seem no more than a pleasant ex¬ 
travaganza ; and no doubt it is in the nature of such gaieties 
to travel a little into exaggeration; but substantially it is 
certain that Lamb’s sincere feelings pointed habitually in 
the direction here indicated. His literary studies, whether 
taking the colour of tasks or diversions, courted the aid of 
evening, which, by means of physical weariness, produces a 
more luxurious state of repose than belongs to the labour 
hours of day ; they courted the aid of lamp-light, which, as 
Lord Bacon remarked, gives a gorgeousness to human 
pomps and pleasures, such as would be vainly sought from 
the homeliness of day-light. The hours, therefore, which 
were withdrawn from his own control by the India House, 
happened to be exactly that part of the day which Lamb 
least valued, and could least have turned to account. 

The account given of Lamb’s friends, of those whom he 
endeavoured to love because he admired them, or to esteem 
intellectually because he loved them personally, is too much 
coloured for general acquiescence by Sergeant (since Mr. 
Justice) Talfourd’s own early prepossessions. It is natural 
that an intellectual man like the Sergeant, personally made 
known in youth to people, whom from childhood he had 
regarded as powers in the ideal world, and in some instances 
as representing the eternities of human speculation, since 
their names had perhaps dawned upon his mind in concur¬ 
rence with the very earliest suggestion of topics which 
they had treated, should overrate their intrinsic grandeur. 
Hazlitt accordingly is styled “ The great thinker.” But 
had he even been such potentially, there was an absolute 
bar to his achievement of that station in act and consum- 
mfition. ^ No man can be a great thinker in our days upon 
large and elaborate questions wijjiout being also a great 
student. To think profoundly, it is indispensable that ^ 
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man should have read down to his own starting-point, 
and have read as a collating student to the particular 
stage at which he himself takes up the subject. At this 
moment, for instance, how could geology be treated other¬ 
wise than •childishly by one who should rely upon the 
encyclopedias of 1800 ? or comparative physiology by the 
most ingenious of men unacquainted with Marshall Hall, 
and with the apocalyptic glimpses of secrets unfolding under 
the hands of Professor Owen ? In such a condition of 
undisciplined thinking, the ablest man thinks to no purpose. 
He lingers upon parts of the inquiry that have lost the 
importance which once they had, under imperfect charts of 
the subject; he wastes his strength upon problems that 
have become obsolete; he loses his way in paths that are 
not in the line of direction upon which the improved specu¬ 
lation is moving; or he gives narrow conjectural solutions 
of difficulties that have long since received sure and com¬ 
prehensive ones. It is as if a man should in these days 
attempt to colonize, and yet, through inertia or through 
ignorance, should leave behind him all modern resources 
of chemistry, of clicmical agriculture, or of steam-power. 
Hazlitt had read nothing. Unacquainted with Grecian 
philosophy, with Scholastic philosophy, and with the recom¬ 
position of these philosophies in the looms of Germany 
during the last sevefity and odd years, trusting merely to 
the untrained instincts of keen mother-wit—whence should 
Hfizlitt have had the materials for great thinking ? It is 
through the collation of many abortive voyages to polar 
regions that a man gains his first •chance of entering the 
polar basin, or of running ahead on the true line of 
approach to it. The very reason for Hazlitt’s defect in 
eloquence as a lecturer, is sufficient also as a reason why 
he could not have been a comprehensive thinker “ He 
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was not eloquent,” says the Sergeant, “ in the true sense 
of the term.” But why 1 Because it seems “ his thoughts 
were too weighty to be moved along by the shallow stream 
of feeling which an evening’s excitement can rouse,”—an 
explanation which leaves us in doubt whether #Hazlitt for¬ 
feited his chance of eloquence by accommodating himself 
to this evening’s excitement, or by gloomily resisting it. 
Our own explanation is different, Hazlitt was not eloquent, 
l)ecausc he was discontinuous. No man can be eloquent 
whose thoughts are abrupt, insulated, capricious, and (to 
borrow an impressive word from Coleridge) non-sequacious. 
Eloquence resides not in separate or fractional ideas, but in 
the relations of manifold ideas, and in the mode of their 
evolution from each other. It is not indeed enough that 
the ideas should bo many, and their relations coherent; 
the main condition lies in the hnj of the evolution, in the 
law of the succession. The elements are nothing without 
the atmos 2 )herc that moulds, and the dynamic forces that 
combine. Now Hazlitt’s brilliancy is seen chiefly in sepa¬ 
rate splinterings of phrase or image which throw upon the 
eye a vitreous scintillation for a moment, but spread no 
deep suffusions of colour, and distribute no masses of mighty 
shadow. A flash, a solitary flash, and all is gone. Khetoric, 
according to its quality, stands in many degrees of relation 
to the permanencies of truth ; and all rhetoric, like all 
flesh, is partly unreal, and the glory of both is fleeting. 
Even the mighty rhetoric of Sir Thomas Browne, or Jeremy 
Taylor, to whouuouly it has been granted to open tljjjp 
trumpet-stop on that‘great organ of passion, oftentimes 
leaves behind it the sense of sadness which belongs to 
beautiful apparitions starting out of darkness upon the 
morbid eye, only to be reclaimed by darkness in the instant 
of their birth, or which belongs to pageantries in the clouds. 
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But if all rhetoric is a mode of pyrotechny, and all pyro¬ 
technics are by necessity fugitive, yet even in fhese frail 
pomps, there are many degrees of frailty. Some fireworks 
require an hour’s duration for the expansion of their glory; 
others, as informed from fulminating powder, expire in the 
very act of birth. Precisely on that scale of duration and 
of power stand the gUtterings of rhetoric that are not 
worked into the texture, but washed on from the outside. 
Ilazlitt’s thoughts were of the same fractured and discon¬ 
tinuous order as his illustrative images—seldom or never 
self-dilfusivc ; and that is a sufficiojit argument that ho had 
never cultivated philosophic thinking. 

Not, however, to conceal any part of the tinth, we are 
bound to acknowledge that Lamb thought otherwise on 
this point, manifesting what seemed to us an extravagant 
admiration of Ilazlitt, and perhaps even in part for that 
very glitter which we are denouncing—at least he did so 
in conversation with ourselves. But, on the other hand, 
as this conversation travelled a little into the tone of a 
disputation, and our frost on this point might seem to 
justify some undue feiwour by way of balance, it is very 
possible that Lamb did not speak his absolute .and most 
dispassionate judgment. And yet again, if he did^ may 
we, with Jill reverence for Lamb’s exquisite genius, have 
permission to say—that his own constitution of intellect 
sinned by this very habit of discontinuity. It was a habit 
i»f mind not unlikely to be cherished by his habits of life. 
Amongst these habits was the excess of his social kindness. 
He scorned so much to deny his company and his redundant 
hospitality to any man who manifested a wish for either 
by calling upon him, that he almost seemed to think it a 
criminality in himself if, by accident, he really was from 
home on your visit, rather than by possibiliiy a negligence 
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in you, that had not forewarned him of your intention. 
What was the consequence J All his life, from this and 
other causes, he must have read in the spirit of one liable 
to sudden intcmiption ; like a dragoon, in fact, reading 
with one foot in the stirrup, when expecting momentarily 
a summons to mount for action. In such situations, read¬ 
ing by snatches, and by intervals of precarious leisure, 
people form inevitably the habit of seeking and unduly 
valuing condensations of the meaning, where in reality 
the truth suffers by this short-hand exhibition ; or else 
they demand too vivid illustrations of the meaning. Lord 
Chesterfield, so brilliant a man by nature, already therefore 
making a morbid estimate of biilliancy, and so hurried 
throughout his life as a public man, read under this double 
coercion for craving instantaneous effects. At one period, 
his only time for reading was in the morning, whilst under 
the hands of his hairdresser, who, in that age, or even thii*ty 
years later, was an artist that, more even than a tailor, minis¬ 
tered to respectability. Compelled to take the hastiest of flying 
shots at his author, naturally Lord Cliestei*field demanded a 
very conspicuous mark tci fire at. But the author could not, 
in so brief a space, be always sure to crowd any very promi¬ 
nent objects on the eye, unless by being audaciously oracular 
and peremptory as regarded the sentiment, or flashy in 
excess as regarded its expression. “ Come now, my friend,” 
was Lord Chesterfield’s morning adjuration to his author ; 
“ come now, cut it short—don’t prose—don’t hum and 
haw.” The author had doubtless no ambition to enter 
name on the honourable and ancient roll of gentlemen 
prosers ; probably he conceived himself not at all tainted 
with the asthmatic infirmity of humming and hawing; but, 
as to “ cutting it short,” how could he be sure of meeting 
his lordship’s expectations in that point, unless by dismiss^ 
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mg all the limitations that might be requisite to fit the 
idea for use, or the adjuncts that might be requisite to 
integrate its truth, or the final consequences that might 
involve some deep arriere pensee. To be lawfully and 
usefully brilliant, after this rapid fashion, a man must come 
forward as a refresher of old truths, where his suppressions 
are supplied by the reader’s memory ; not as an expounder 
of new truths, whei^ oftentimes a dislocated fraction of 
the tnie is not less dangerous than the false itself. 

To read therefore habitually, by hurried instalments, has 
this bad tendency—that it is likely to found a taste for 
modes of composition too artificially irritating, and to dis- 
tm’b the equilibrium of the judgment in relation to the 
colourings of style. Lamb, however, whose constitution of 
mind was even ideally sound in reference to the natural, 
the simple, the genuine, might seem of all men least liable 
to a taint in this direction. And undoubtedly he was so, 
as regarded those modes of beauty which nature had 
specially qualified him for apprehending. Else, and in 
relation to other modes of beauty, where his sense of the true, 
and of its distinction from the spurious, had been an acquired 
sense, it is impossible for us to hide from ourselves—that not 
through habits only, not through stress of injurious accidents 
only, but by original structure and temperament of mind. Lamb 
had a bias towards those very defects on which rested the 
startling characteristics of style which we have been noticing. 
He himself, we fear, not bribed by indulgent feelings to another, 
not moved by friendship, but by native tendency, shrank from 

It 

the continuous, from the sustained, from the elaborate. 

The elaborate, indeed, without which much truth and 
beauty must perish in germ, was by name the object of his 
invectives. The instances are many, in his own beautiful 
essays, where he literally collapses, literally sinks away 
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from openings suddenly (Bering themselves to flights of 
pathos or solemnity in direct prosecution of his own theme. 
On any such summons, where an ascending impulse, and an 
untired pinion were required, he refuses himself (to use 
military language) invariably. The least observing reader 
of Elia cannot have failed to notice that the most felicit¬ 
ous passages always accomplish their circuit in a few sen¬ 
tences. The gyration within whiclAis sentiment wdiecls, 
no matter of what kind it may be, is always the shortest 
pciysible. It does not prolong itself—it does not repeat 
itself—it does not propagate itself. But, in fact, other 
features in Lamb’s mind would have argued this feature by 
analogy, had we by accident been left unaware of it directly. 
It is not by chance, or without a deep ground in his nature, 
common to all his qualities, both aflirniative and negative, 
that Lamb had an insensibility to music more absolute 
than can have been often shared by any human creature, or 
perhaps than was ever before acknowledged so candidly. 
The sense of music—as a pleasurable sense, or as any sense 
at all other than of certain unmeaning and impertinent 
differences in respect to liigli and low, sharp or flat—was 
utterly obliterated as with a sponge by nature herself from 
Lamb’s organization. It was a corollary, from the same 
large suhstrainm in his nature, that Lamb had no sense of 
the rhythmical in prose composition. lihythmus, or pomp 
of cadence, or sonorous ascent of clauses, in the structure of 
sentences, were cflects of art as much tlirown away upon 
him as the voice of the 011011061* upon the deaf adder. VVe 
ourselves, occupying the very station of polar opposition to 
that of Lamb, being as morbidly, perhaps, in the one excess 
as he in the other, naturally detected this omission in 
Lamb’s nature at an early stage of our acquaintance. Not 
the fabled Rcgulus, with his eyelids tom away, and his 
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uncurtained eye-balls exposed ^ the noon-tide glare of a 
Carthaginian sun, could have shrieked with more anguish 
of recoil from torture than we from certain sentences and 
periods in which Lamb perceived no fault at all. Pompf 
in our appreliension, was an idea of two categories ; 
the 2mmpovs might be spurious, but it might also bo 
genuine. It is well to love the simple —ive love it ; nor is 
there any opposition at all between that and the very glory 
of pomp. But, as we once put the case to Lamb, if, as a 
musician, as the leader of a mighty orchestra, you had this 
theme offered to you—“ Belshazzar the king gave a great 
feast to a thousand of his lords”—or this, “ And on a cer¬ 
tain day, Marcus Cicero stood up, and in a set sp(;och 

rendered solemn thanks to Cains Caesar for Quintus Ligarius 

• 

pardoned, and for Marcus Marccllus restored”—surely no 
man.would deny that, in such a case, simplicity, though in 
a i)assivc sense not lawfully absent, must stand aside as 
totally insuflicient for the positive part. Simplicity might 
guide, even here, but coidd not furnish the i)ower ; a rudder 
it might be, but not an oar or a sail. This Lamb was 
ready to allow; as an intellectual cpiiddity^ he recognised 
pomp in the character of a privileged thing; he was 
obliged to do so ; for take away from great ceremonial 
festivals, such as the solemn rendering of tli aides, the celebra¬ 
tion of national anniversaries, the commemoration of public 
benefactors, &c., the element of pomp, and you take away 
their very meaning and life; but, whilst allowing a place 
for it in the rubric of the logician, it is certain that, sensu- 
ouslyy ’Lamb would not have sympathized with it, nor have 
felt its justification in any concrete instance. We find a 
difficulty in pursuing this subject, without greatly exceeding 
the just limits. We pause, therefore, and add only this 
one suggestion as partly explanatory of the ca-se. Lamb 
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had the Dramatic intellect and taste, perhaps in perfection , 
of the Epic, he had none at all. Here, as happens some¬ 
times to men of genius preternaturally endowed in one 
direction, he might be considered as almost starved. A 
favourite of nature, so eminent in some directions, by what 
right could he complain that her bounties were not indis¬ 
criminate J From this defect in his nature it arose, that, 

except by culture and by reflection. Lamb had no genial 

<* 

appreciation of Milton. The solemn planetary wheelings of 
the Paradise Lost were not to his taste. What he did 
comprehend, were the motions like those of lightning, the 
fierce angular coruscations of that wild agency which comes 
forward so vividly in the sudden irepiirerreia, in the revo¬ 
lutionary catastrophe, and in the tumultuous conflicts, 
through persons or through situations, of the tragic drama. 

There is another vice in Mr. Haxlitt’s mode of composi¬ 
tion, viz., the habit of trite quotation, too common to have 
challenged much notice, were it not for these reasons : 1st, 
That Sergeant Talfourd speaks of it in equivocal terms, as 
a fault perhaps, but as a felicitous ” fault, “ trailing after 
it a line of golden associations 2 dly, Because sometimes 
it involves a dishonesty. On occasion of No, 1 , we must 
profess our belief that a more ample explanation from the 
Sergeant would have left him in substantial harmony with 
ourselves. We cannot conceive the author of Ion, and 
the friend of Wordsworth, seriously to countenance 
that paralytic “ mouth-diarrhoea ” (to borrow a phrase of 
Coleridge’s)—^that de houche (to borrow an earlier 

phrase of Archbishop Huet’s) which places tho reader at 
the mercy of a man’s tritest remembrances from his most 
fichool-boy reading. To have the verbal memory infested 
with tags of verse and “ cues ” of rhyme is in itself an in¬ 
firmity as vulgar and as morbid as the stable-boy’s habit of 
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whistling slang airs upon the mere mechanical excitement 
of a bar or two whistled by some other blockhead in some 
other stable. The very stage has grown weary of ridi¬ 
culing a folly, that having been long since expelled from 
decent society has taken refuge amongst the most imbecile 
of authors. Was Mr, j&azlitt, then, of that class ? No; 
he was a man of splendid talents, and of capacity for greater 
things than he ever attempted, though without known pre¬ 
tensions of the philosophic kind ascribed to him by the Ser¬ 
geant. Meantime the reason for resisting the example and 
practice of Hazlitt lies in this—that essentially it is at war 
with sincerity, the foundation of all good writing, to ex¬ 
press one’s own thoughts by another man’s words. This 
dilemma arises. The thought is, or it is not, worthy of 
that emphasis which belongs to a metrical expression of it. 
If it is not^ then we shall be guilty of a mere folly in 
pushing into strong relief that which confessedly cannot 
support it. If it w, then how incredible that a thought 
strongly conceived, and bearing about it the impress of one’s 
own individuality, should natui’ally, and without dissimula¬ 
tion or falsehood, bend to another man’s expression of it! 
Simply to back one’s own view by a similar view derived 
from another, may be useful; a quotation that repeats 
one’s own sentiment, but in a varied form, has the grace 
which belongs to the idem in alio, the same radical idea 
expressed with a dilference—similarity in dissimilarity; 
but to throw one’s own thoughts, matter, and form, through 
alien organs so absolutely as to make another man one’s in¬ 
terpreter for evil and good, is either to confess a singular 
laxity of thinking that can so flexibly adapt itself to any 
casual form of words, or else to confess that sort of care¬ 
lessness about the expression which draws its real origin 
from a sense of indifference about' the things to be ex- 
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pressed. Utterly at war this distressing practice is with all 
simplicity and earnestness of writing ; it argues a state of 
indolent ease inconsistent with the pressure and coercion of 
strong fermenting thoughts, before we can be at leisure for 
idle or chance quotations. But lastly, in reference to No. 
2 , we must add tliat the'practice is sometimes dishonest. It 
“trails after it a line of golden associations.” Yes, and 
the burglar, who loaves an army-tailor’s after a midnight 
visit, trails after him perhaps a long roll of gold bullion 
epaulettes which may look pretty by lamp-light. But thaty 
in the present condition of moral philosophy amongst the 
police, is accounted robbery; and to benefit too much by 
quotations is little less. At this moment we have in our 
eye a biographical work, at one time not without celebrity, 
which is one continued cento of splendid passages from 
other people. The natural clfe( t from so much fine writing 
is, that the reader rises with the impression of having been 
engaged upon a most eloquent work. Meantime the whole 
is a series of mosaics ; a tessellation made up fi-om bor¬ 
rowed fragments : and first, when the reader’s attention is 
expressly directed upon the fact, he becomes aware that the 
nominal author has contributed nothing more to the book than 
a few passages of transition or brief clauses of connexion. 

In the year 1796 , the main incident occuning of any 
importance for English literatiu’e was the publication by 
Southey of an epic poem. This poem, the Joan of ArCy 
was the earliest work of much pretension amongst all that 
Southey wrote; and by many degrees it was the worst. 
In the four great narrative poems of his later years, there 
is a combination of two striking qualities, viz., a peculiar 
command over the visually splendid, connected with a deep 
toned grandeur of moral pathos. Especially we find this 
inion in the Thalaba and the Roderick; but in the Joan 
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of Arc we miss it. What splendour there is for the fancy 
and the eye belongs chiefly to the Vision, contributed by 
Coleridge, and this was subsequently withdrawn. The 
fault lay in Southey’s political relations at that era; his 
sympathy with the French Revolution in its earlier stages 
had been boundless ; in all respects it was a noble sympathy, 
fading only as tlic gorgeous coloyring faded from the em¬ 
blazonries of that awful event, droojnng only when the 
promises of that golden dawn sickened under stationary 
eclipse. In 1796, Southey was yet under the tyranny of 
his own earliest fascination ; in his eyes tlie Revolution had 
suffered a moinentaiy blight from refluxes of panic; but 
blight of some kind is incident to every harvest on which 
human hopes arc suspended. Bad auguries were also 
ascending from the unchaining of martial instincts. But 
that the Revolution, liaving ploughed its way through un¬ 
paralleled storms, was preparing to face other storms, did 
but quicken the appreheusiveness of his love—did but 
quicken the duty of giving utterance to this love. Hence 
came the rapid composition of the poem, which cost less 
time in writing than in, printing. Hence, also, came the 
choice of his heroine. WJiat ho needed in his central 
character was, a heart with a capacity for the wrath of 
Hebrew prophets applied to ancient abuses, and for evangelic 
pity applied to the sufferings of nations. This heart, with 
this double capacity—where should he seek it ? A French 
heart it mast be, or how should it follow with its sympa¬ 
thies a French movement ? There lay Southey’s reason for 
adopting the Maid of Orleans as the depositary of hopes 
and aspirations on behalf of France as fervid as his own. 
In choosing this heroine, so inadequately known at that 
time, Southey testified at least his own nobility of feeling; * 


* It is right to remind tlie resder of this, for a reason applying 
forcibly to the present moment. Michelet has taxed Englishmen with 
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but in executing his choice, he and his friends overlooked 
two faults fatal to his purpose. One was this : sympathy 
with the French Revolution meant sympathy with the 
opening prospects of man—meant sympathy with the 
Pariah of every clime—with all tliat suffered social wrong, 
or saddened in hopeless bondage. 

That was the movemeni; at work in the French Revolu¬ 
tion. But the movement of Joanne d’Arc took a different 
direction. In her day also, it is true, the human heart had 
yearned after the same vast enfranchisement for the children 
of labour as afterwards worked in the great vision of the 
French Revolution. In her days also, and shortly before 
them, the human hand had souglit by bloody acts to realize 
this dream of the heart. And in her childhood, Joanna 
had not been insensible to these premature motions upon a 
path too bloody and too dark to be safe. But this view of 
human misery had been utterly absorbed to he?' by the 
special misery then desolating France. Tlie lilies of France 

yielding to national animosities in the case of Joan, having no plea 
whatever for that insinu.ation but the single one drawn from Shak- 
spearo’s Henry vi. To this the answers are as follow;—First, That 
Shakspearo’s share in that trilogy is not nicely ascertained; not so nicely 
as to warrant the founding upon it of any solemn accusation. Secondly, 
That ]\I. Michelet forgot (or which is far worse, not forgetting it, 
he dissembled) the fact, that in undertaking a scries of dramas upon 
the basis avowedly of national chronicles, and for the very purpose 
of profiting hy old traditionary recollections connected with ances¬ 
tral glories, it was mere lunacy to recast the circumstances at the 
bidding of antiquarian research, so as entirely to disturb these popular 
traditions. Besides that, to Shakspearo’s age no such spirit of re¬ 
search had blossomed. Writing for the stage, a man would have 
risked lapidation by uttering a whisper in that direction. And, even 
if not, what sense could there have been in openly running counter to 
the very motive that had originally prompted that particular choice of 
chronicle plays ? Thirdly, If one Englishman had, in a memorable 
situation, adopted the popular view of Joan’s conduct {popular as 
much in France as in England); on the other hand, fifty years before 
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had been trampled under foot hy the conquering stranger. 
Within fifty years, in three pitched battles that resounded 
to the cuds of the earth, the chivalry of France had been 
exterminated. Her oriflamme had been dragged through 
the dust. The eldest son of Baptism had been prostrated. 
The daughter of France had been surrendered on coercion 
as a bride to her English conqueror. The child of that 
marriage, a marriage so ignominious to the land, was King 
of France by the consent of Christendom ; that child’s 
uncle domineered as regent of France; and that child’s 
armies were in military possession of the land. But were 
they undisputed masters ? No ; and there precisely lay the 
BoiTow of the time. Under a perfect conquest there would 
have been repose ; whereas the presence of the English 
armies did but furnish a plea, masking itself in patriotism, 
for gatherings everywhere of lawless marauders j of soldiers 
that had deserted their banners; and of robbers by pro¬ 
fession. This was the wo of Franco more even than the 
military dishonour. That dishonour had been palliated 


M. Michelet was writing this flagrant injustice, another Englishman 
(viz., Southey) had, in an epic poem, reversed this mis-judgment, and 
invested the shepherd girl with a glory nowhere else accorded to her, 
not even hy Schiller. Fourthly, We are not entitled to view as an 
attack upon Joanna, what, in tlio worst construction, is hut an unex¬ 
amining adoption of the contemporary historical accounts. A poet 
or a dramatist is not responsible for the accuracy of chronicles. But 
that, which is an attack upon Joan, being briefly the foulest and ob- 
Bcenest attempt ever made to stifle the grandeur of a great human 
struggle, viz., the French burlesque poem of Za Pucelle —what 
memorable man was it that wrote that f Was he a Frenchman, or 
was he not? was his name Voltaire, Arouct de Voltaire, or was it 
not? That M. Michelet should pretend to have forgotten this vilest 
of pasquinades, is more shocking to the general sense of justice than 
any special untruth as to Shakspearo can be to the particular nation* 
ality of an Englishman. 
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from the first by the genealogical pretensions of the English 
royal family to the French throne, and these pretensions 
were strengthened in the person of the present claimant. 
But the militaiy desolation of France, this it was that woke 
the faith of Joanna in herown heavenly mission of deliverance. 
It was the attitude of her prostrate country, crying night 
and day for purification from blood, and not from feudal 
oppression, that swallowed up the thoughts of the im¬ 
passioned girl. But that was not the cry that uttered itself 
afterwards in the French Revolution. In Joanna’s days, 
the first step towards rest for France was by expulsion of 
the foreigner. Independence of a foreign yoke, liberation 
as between people and people, was the one ransom to be 
paid for French honour and peace. That debt settled, 
there might come a time for thinking of civil liberties. 
But this time was not within tlie prospects of the poor 
shepherdess. The ficlil—the area of her sympathies never 
coincided with that of the revolutionary period. It fol¬ 
lowed, therefore, that Soutliey could not have raised Joanna 
(with her condition of feeling), by any management, into the 
interpreter of his own. That was the first error in his 
poem, and it was irremediable. The second was—and 
strangely enough this also escaped notice—that the heroine 
of Southey is maile to close her career precisely at the point 
when its grandeur commences. She believed herself to 
have a mission for the deliverance of France ; and the great 
instrument which she was authorized to use towards this 
end, was the king, Charles vii. Him she was to crt>\Mi. 
With this coronation, her triumph, in the plain historical 
sense, ended. And there ends Southey’s poem. But ex¬ 
actly at this point, the grander stiige of her mission com¬ 
mences, viz., the ransom which she, a solitary girl, paid iu 
her own person for the national deliverance. The grander 
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half of the story was thus sacrificed, as being iiTelevant to 
Soutliey’s political object; and yet, after all, the half which he 
retained did not at all symbolize that object. It is singular, 
indeed, to find a long poem, on an ancient subject, adapting 
itself hieroglyphically to a modern purpose ; 2dly, to find 
it failing of this purpose; and 3dly, if it had not failed, 
BO planned that it could have succeeded only by a sacrifice 
of all that was grandest in the theme. 

To these capital oversights, Soutliey, Coleridge, and 
Lamb, •were all joint parties \ the two first as concerned 
in the composition, the last as a frank though friendly 
reviewer of it in his privjite correspondence with Coleridge. 
It is, however, some palliation of these oversights, and a 
veiy singular fact in itself, that neither from Ejiglish autho¬ 
rities nor from French, though the two nations were equally 
brought into close connexion with the career of that extra¬ 
ordinary girl, could any adequate view be obtained of her 
character and acts. The official records of her trial, apart 
from which nothing can be depended ui)on, were first in 
the course of publication from the Paris press during the 
currency of last* year. First in 1847, about four hundred 
and sixteen years after her ashes had b(icn dispersed to the 
winds, could it be seen distinctly, through the clouds of 
fierce partisanships and national prejudices, what had been 
the frenzy of the persecution against her, and the utter 
desolation of her position ; what had been the grandeur of 
her conscientious resistance. 

Anxious that our readers should see Lamb from as many 
angles as possible, we have obtained from an old friend of 
his a memorial—slight, but such as the circumstances 
allowed—of an evening spent with Charles and Mary 


♦ “ Last year”—Thia was written in 1848. 
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Lamb, in the winter of 1821-22. The record is of the 
most unambitious character; it pretends to nothing, as the 
reader will see, not so much as to a pun, which it really 
required some singularity of luck to have missed from 
Charles Lamb, who often continued to fire puns, as minute 
guns, all through the evening. But the more unpretending 
this record is, the more appropriate it becomes by that very 
fact to the memory of him who, amongst all authors, was 
the humblest and least pretending. Wc have often thought 
that tlic famous epitaph written for his own grave by Piron, 
the cynical author of La MUromanicy might have come 
from Lamb, were it not for one objection; Lamb’s benign 
heart would have recoiled from a sarcasm, however effec¬ 
tive, inscribed upon a grave-stone ; or from a jest, however 
playful, that tended to a vindictive sneer amongst his own 
farewell words. Wc once translated this Piron epitaph into 
a kind of rambling Drayton couplet; and the only point 
needing explanation is, tliat, from the accident of scientific 
men. Fellows of the Eoyal Society being usually very 
solemn men, with an extra chance, therefore, for being, or 
for seeming, dull men in conversation, naturally it arose that 
some wit among our great-grandfathers translated F. R. S. 
into a short hand expression for a Fellow Remarkably 
Stupid; to which version of the three letters our English 
epitajjh alludes. The French original of Piron is this :— 

“ Ci git Piron ; qui no fut rien ; 

Paa mGmo academicicn.” 

The bitter arrow of the second line was feathered to hit the 
French Acaddmie, who. had declined to elect him a member. 
The English version is this :— 


“ Here lies Piron ; who was—nothing; or, if that could he, was 
. less: 

How!—nothing ? Yes, nothing; not so much as F. K. 8." 
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But now to our friend’s memorandum :— 

October 6,1848. 

My dear X.—You ask*me for some memorial, however 
trivial, of any dinner party, supper party, water party, no 
matter what, that I can circumstantially recall to recol¬ 
lection, by any features whatever, puns or repartees, wis¬ 
dom or wit, connecting it with Charles Lamb. I grieve to 
say that my meetings of any sort with Lamb were few, 
though spread through a score of years. That sounds odd 
for one that loved Lamb so entirely, and so much venerated 
his character. But the reason was, that I so seldom visited 
London, and Lamb so seldom quitted it. Somewhere about 
1810 .and 1812 I must have met Lamb repeatedly at the 
Courier Office in the Strand ; that is, at Coleridge’s, to 
whom, as an intimate friend, Mr. Daniel Stewart (a pro¬ 
prietor of the paper) gave up for a time the use of some 
rooms in the office. Thither, in the London season (May 
especially and June), resorted Lamb, Godwin, Sir H. Davy, 
and, once or twice, Worcllworth, who visited Sir George 
Beaumont’s Leicestershire residence of Coleorton c.arly in 
the spring, and then travelled up to Grosvenor Square with 
Sir George and Lady Beaumont; “ spectatum veniens^ veniens 
spectetur ut ipse." 

But in these miscellaneous gatherings, Lamb said little, 
except when an opening arose for a pun. And how 
effectual that sort of small shot was from Am, I need not 
say to anybody who remembers his infirmity of stammering, 
and his dexterous management of it^ for imrposes of light 
and shade. He was often able to train the roll of stammers 
into settling upon the words immediately preceding the 
effective one ; by which means the key-note of the jest or 
Eurcasm, benefiting by the sudden liberation of his embar- 
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good voice, was delivered with the force of a pistol shot. 
That stammer was worth an annuity to him as an ally of 
his wit. Firing under cover of that advantage, he did 
triple execution ; for, in the first place, the distressing 
sympathy of the hearers with his distress of utterance won 
for him unavoidably the silence of deep attention ; and 
then, whilst he had us all hoaxed into this attitude of 
mute suspense by an apijearance of distress that he perhaps 
did not really feel, down came a plunging shot into the very 
thick of us, with ten times the effect it would else have 
had. If his stammering, however, often did him true 
“ yeoman’s service,” sometimes it led him into scrapes. 
Coleridge told me of a ludicrous embarrassment which it 
caused him at Hastings. Lamb had been medically ad¬ 
vised to a course of sea-bathing ; and, accordingly, at the 
door of his bathing-machine, whilst he stood shivering 
with cold, two stout fellows laid hold of him, one at each 
shoulder, like heraldic supporters ; they waited for the 
word of command from their priinnpal, who began the 
following oration to them : “ Illhr me, men! Take notice of 
this—I am to be dipped. But—What more he would 
have said is unknown to land or sea : for having reached 
the word dipped, he commenced such a rolling fire of Di— 
di—di—di, that when at length ho descended ^ plomh 
upon the full word dipped^ the two men, tired of the long 
suspense, became satisfied that they reached what lawyers 
call the “ operative clause ” of the sentence ; and both ex¬ 
claiming, “ Oh yes, sir, we’re quite aware of thaty' down 
they plunged him into the sea. On emerging, Lfunb 
sobbed so much from the cold, that he found no voice 
suitable to his indignation; from necessity he seemed 
tranquil j and again addressing the men, who stood re- 
epectfully listening, he began thus : “ Men ! is it possible 



CHARLES LAMB. 


145 


- # 

to obtain your attention “ Oh, surely, sir, by all 
means.” “ Tlien listen : once more I tell you, I am to bo 
di-—di—di—and then, -with a burst of indignation, 
“ dipped, I tell you.” “ Oh, decidedly, sir,” rejoined 
the men, “ decidedly,” and down tlie stammerer went 
for the sotond time. Petrified with cold and wrath, 
for a third time Lamb made a feeble attempt at exi)]a]ia- 
tion—“ Grant me pa—pa—patience ; is it mum—uin— 
murder you me—me—mean ? Again and a—ga—ga— 
gain, I tell you, I am to be di—di—di—dipped,” now 
speaking furiously, with the voice of an injured man. 
“ Oh, yes, sir,” the men reidied, “ we know that, we fully 
understood it,” and for the third time down went Lamb 
into the sea. “ O limbs of Satan !” he said, on coming 
up for the third time ; “ it’s now too late ; I tell you that 
I am—no that I ivas —by medical direction—to be di— 
di—di—dipped only once.” 

Since the rencontres with Lamb at Coleridge’s, I had 
met him once or twice at literary dinner-parties. One of 
these occurred at the house of Messrs. Taylor and Ilossey, 
the publishers. I myself was suffering too much from 
illness at the time to take any pleasure in what passed, or 
to notice it with any vigilance of attention. Lamb, I re¬ 
member, as usual, was full of gaiety ; and as usual he 
rose too rapidly to the zenith of his gaiety ; for ho shot 
upwards like a rocket, and, as usual, people said ho was 
“ tipsy.” To me, Lamb never scciiicd intoxicated, but at 
most joyously elevated. He never talked nonsense, which 
is a great point gained: nor polemically, which is a greater; 
for it is a dreadful thing to find a drunken man bent upon 
converting onc’s-self; nor sentimentally, which is greatest 
of all. You can stand a man’s fraternizing with you j or, 
if ho swears an eternal friendship, only once in an hour, 

O—VIII. 
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you do not think of calling the police ; but once in every 
three minutes is too much. Lamb did none of these 
things ; he was always rational, quiet, and gentlemanly in 
his habits. Kothing memorable, I am sure, passed upon 
this occasion, which was in November of 1821 ; and yet 
the dinner was memorable by means of one &ct not dis¬ 
covered until some years later. Amongst the company, all 
literary men, sat a murderer, such he proved to be upon 
later discoveries, but even tlien looking prospectively to¬ 
wards that object, and a murderer of a freezing class ; 
cool, calculating, wholesale in his operations, and moving 
all along under the advantages of unsuspecting confidence 
and domestic opportunities. This was Mr. Wainwright, 
who was subsequently brought to trial, but not for any of 
his murders, and transported for life. The story has been 
told both by Judge Talfourd, and previously by Sir 
Edward B. Lytton. Both have been much blamed for the 
use made of this extraordinary case ; but I know not why. 
Ill itself it is a most remarkable case; for more reasons 
than one. It is remarkable for the appalling revelation 
which it makes of power spread through the hands of 
people not liable to suspicion, for purposes the most dread¬ 
ful. It is remarkable also by the contrast which existed in 
this case between the murderer’s dandy appearance, and the 
terrific purposes with whicli he was always dallying. He 
was a contributor to a journal in which I also had written 
several papers. This formed a shadowy link between us ; 
and, ill as I wati, I looked more attentively at Atm tlian at 
anybody else. Yet there were several men of wit and 
genius present, amongst whom Lamb (as I have said) and 
Thomas Hood, Hamilton Reynolds and Allan Cunningham. 
But t/iem I already knew, whereas Mr. W. I now saw for 
the first time and the last. What interested me about 
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him was this, the papers which had been pointed out to 
me as his (signed Janus Weathercock or else Vinkhoo}m\ 
were written in a spirit of coxcombiy that did not so much 
disgust as amuse. Tlie writer could not conceal the osten¬ 
tatious pleasure which he took in the luxurious fittings-up 
of his rooms, in the fancied splendour of his bijouierk^ &c. 
Yet it was easy for a man of any experience to read two 
facts in all this idle etalage; one being, that his finery 
w^as but of a second-rate order ; the other, that he was a 
parvenu^ not at home even amongst his second-rate 
splendour. So far there was nothing to distinguish Mr. 
W.’s papers from the papers of other triflers. But in 
this point there was, viz., that in his judgments upon the 
great Italian masters of painting, Da Vinci, Titian, &e., 
there seemed a tone of sincerity and of native sensibility, 
as in one ^vho spoke for himself, and was not merely a 
copier from books. This it was that interested me ; as 
also his reviews of the chief Italian engravers, Morghen, 
Volpato, &c. ; not for the manner, which ovci’flowed with 
levities and impertinence, but for the substance of his 
judgments in those cases where I hapj)ened to have had {in 
opportunity of judging for myself. Here arose also a claim 
upon Lamb’s attention: for Lamb and his sister having no 
sensibility for music, had the deepest for painting. Ac¬ 
cordingly Ljimb paid him a great deal of attention, and 
continued to speak of him for years with an interest that 
seemed disproportioned to his pretensions. This might 
be owing in part to an indirect compliment to Miss Lamb 
in one of W.’s papers ; else his appearance would rather 
have repelled Lamb ; it was commonplace, and better 
suited to express the dandyism which overspread the surface 
of his manner, than the unaffected sensibility which appa¬ 
rently lay in his nature. Dandy or not, however, this 
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man, on account of the schism in his papers, so much 
amiable puppyism on one side, so much deep feeling on the 
other (feeling, applied to some of the grandest objects that 
earth has to show), did really move a trifle of interest in 
me, on a day when I hated the face of man and woman. 
Yet again, if I had known this man for the murderer that 
even then he was, what sudden loss of interest, what sudden 
growth of another interest, would have changed the face of 
the sefene ! Trivial creature, that didst carry thy dreadful 
eye kindling with perpetual treasons !—dreadful creature, 
that didst carry thy trivial eye, mantling with eternal 
levity, over the sleeping surfaces of confiding household 
life,—oil, what a revolution for man wouldst thou have 
founded, had thy deep wickedness prospered ! Wliat was 
that wickedness ? flerc is its outline ; but his murders 
were more than were ever made known judicially. 

At this time (October 1848'') the whole British island 
is appalled by a new chapter in the history of poisoning. 
Locusta in ancient Rome, Madame Brinvillicrs in Paris, 
were people of original genius : not in {\py new artifice of 
toxicology; but in profiting by domestic openings for murder, 
unsuspected through their very atrocity. Such an opening 
was made some years ago by those who saw the possibility 
of founding purses for parents upon the murder of their chil¬ 
dren. This was done upon a larger scale than had been 
suspected, and upon a plausible pretence. To bury a corpse 
is costly ; but of a hundred children, only a few, in the 
ordinaiy course of mortality, will die within a given time. 
Five shillings a piece will produce £25 annually, and that 


* This WHS written ten yoai8 ago; and doubtless I had ground 
sufficient for what I then said. At present, however. I have entirely 
forgotten the particular case alluded[ to, unless (as I rather believe) 
it was a case of infant funerals with a view to the insnrance-money. 
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will bury a considerable number. On this principle arose 
Infant Burial Societies. For a few shillings annually, a 
parent could secure a funeral for every child. If the 
child died, a few guineas fell due to the parent, and the 
funeral was accomplished without cost of his. But on this 
arose the suggestion—Why not execute an insurance of this 
nature twenty times over ? One single insurance pays for 
the funeral—the other nineteen are so much clear gain, a 
lucro ponatu)\ for the parents. Yes ; but on the supposi¬ 
tion that the child dies ! twenty are no better than one, 
unless they are gatliered into the garner. Now, if the 
child died naturally, all was right ; but how, if tlie child 
did not die 1 Why, clearly this,—the child that can die, 
and won’t die, may be made to die. There are many way.s 
of doing that; and it is shocking to know, that, according 
to recent discoveries, poison is comparatively a very merciful 
mode of murder. Six years ago a dreadful communication 
was made to the public by a medical man, viz., that three 
thousand children were annually burned to death under 
circumstances showing too clearly that they had been left 
by their mothers with the means and the temptations to 
set themselves on fire in her absence. But more shocking, 
because more lingering, are the deaths by artificial appli¬ 
ances of wet, cold, hunger, bad diet, and disturbed sleep, to 
the frail constitutions of children. By that machinery it 
is, and not by poison, that the majority qualify themselves 
for claiming tlie funeral allowances. Here, however, there 
occur to any man, on reflection, two eventual restraints on 
the extension of this domestic curse ;—1st, As there is no 
pretext for wanting more than one funeral on account of 
one child, any insurances beyond one are in themselves a 
ground of suspicion. Now, if any plan were devised for 
securing the publicatian of such insurances, the suspicions 
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Would travel as fast as the grounds for them. 2(fly, It 
occurs, that eventually the evil checks itself, since a society 
established on the ordinary rates of mortality would be 
ruined when a murderous stimulation was applied to that 
rate too extensively. Still it is certain that, for a season, 
this atrocity has prospered in manufacturing districts for 
some years, and more recently, as judicial investigations 
have shown, in one agricultural district of Essex. Now, 
Mr. W.’s scheme of murder was, in its outline, the very 
same, but not applied to the naiTow pui-pose of ob¬ 
taining burials from a public fund. He persuaded, for 
instance, two beautiful young ladies, visitors in his family, 
and }iearly related to his wife, to insure tlieir lives for a 
short period of two years. This insurance was repeated in 
several different offices, until a sum of £18,000 had been 
secured in the event of their dcatlis within the two years. 
Mr. W. took care that they shmld die, and very sud¬ 
denly, within that period. I never saw either of the young 
women niyself; but I have been assured that one of them 
at least was memorably distinguished by her personal 
attractions. In the middle of the day.which Mr. Wain- 
wright had fixed for Ijiieir murder, he framed a pretence for 
drawing his wife out of doors upon a very long walk. 
His fear was that she might have penetration enough to 
notice and report the agonizing spasms caused by the poison, 
whereas two young servant girls, totally inexperienced, were 
easily persuaded to believe it a case of cholera. On retiir?!- 
ing, after a three hdurs’ walk, Mr. and Mrs. W. found the 
two young ladies dead. •" Having previously secured from 
his victims an assignment to himself of their claim, he 
endeavoured to make this assignment available. But the • 
offices, which had vainly endeavoured to extract from 
the young ladies any satisfactory account of the reasons 



CHilBLiSS LAMB. 


151 




for this limited insurance, had their suspicions at last 
strongly roused. One office had recently experienced a 
case of the same nature, in which also the young lady 
had been poisoned by the man in whose behalf she had 
effected the insurance ; all the offices declined to pay ; 
actions at law arose; in the course of the investigation 
which followed, Mr. W.’s character was fully exposed. 
Finally, in the midst of the embarrassments which ensued, 
he committed forgery, and was transported. 

From this Mr. W., some few days afterwards, I received 
an invitation to a dinner paity, expressed in terms that were 
obligingly earnest. He mentioned the names of liis prin¬ 
cipal guests, and amongst them rested most upon those of 
Lamb and Sir David Wilkie. From an accident I was 
unable to attend, and greatly regretted it. Sir David one 
might rarely happen to sec, excejjt at a crowded party. 
But as regarded Lamb, I was sure to see him or to hear of 
him again in some way or other within a short time. This 
opportunity, in fact, oliered itself within a month through 
the kindness of the Lambs themselves. They had heard of 
my being in solitaiy lodgings, and insisted on my coming 
to. dine with tlieni, whicli more than once I did in the 
winter of 1821-22. ^ 

The mere reception by the Lambs was so full of good¬ 
ness and hospitable feeling, that it kindled animation in the 
most cheerless or torpid of invalids. I cannot imagine that 
any memorabilia occuired during the visit; but I will use 
the time that would else be lost upon the settling of that 
point, in putting down any triviality that occurs to my 
recollection. 

* There were no strangers; Charles Lamb, his sister, and 
myself made up the party. Even this was done in kind¬ 
ness. They knew that I should have been oppressed by 
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an effort such as must be made in the society of strangers; 
and they placed me by their own fireside, where I could 
say as much or as little as I pleased. 

• Wo dined about five o’clock, and it was one of the hos¬ 
pitalities inevitable to the Lambs, that any game which 
they might receive from rural friends in tlie course of the 
week, was reserved for the day of a friend’s dining with 
them. 

In rc'gard to wine, Tjamb and myself had the same habit 
—perliaps it rose to the dignity of a principle—viz., to 
take a great deal during dinner—none afttir it. Conse- 
(pieiitly, as Miss Lamb (wlio (bank only water) retired almost 
with the diruior itself, nothing remained for men of our 
principle's, the rigour of which we had illustrated by taking 
ratin'!' too much of ohl pf)rt iKifm'i*, tin; cloth wiis drawn, 
e.xcept talking ; anioehaian eolloipiy, or, in Dr. Johnson’s 
phrase, a dialogue of “ brisk reciprocation.” But this was 
impossible ; ovc.r Lamb, at this period of his life, there 
l)ass''!l n'gularly, after taking wine, a brief eclipse of sleei). 
It d»'^' ended upon him as softly as a shadow. In a gross 
person, ladi'n with supcrtluous flesh, and sleeping heavily, 
this would have be('n disagreeable ; but in Lamb, thin even 
to ineagrcness, sparfi and wiry as an Arab of the desert, or 
as Thonitas Aquinas, wasted scholastic vigils, the affec¬ 
tion of sh'cp sc'cmcd rather a network of aerial gos.samer 
than of earthly cobweb—more like a golden haze falling 
upon him gently from the heavens than a cloud exhaling 
upwards from tlu' flesh. Motionless in his chair as a bu^t, 
breathing so gently as scarcely to seem certainly alive, he 
pre.aeiited the image of repose midway between life and 
death, like the repose of sculpture ; and to one who knew 
his history, a n'pose aflectingly contnisting with the calor 
mities and internal storms of his life. I have heard more 



CHAKLES LAMB. 


153 


persona than I can now distinctly recall, observe of Lamb 
when sleeping, that his countenance in that state assumed 
an expression almost seraphic, from its intellectual beauty 
of outline, its child-like simi)licity, and its benignity. It 
could not be called a transfiguration that sleep had worked 
in his face ; fi»r the fixtures wore essentially the same expres¬ 
sion when waking ; but sleep spiritualized that ('xpression, 
exalted it, and also harmonized it. ]\rueli of the change 
lay in that last process. The eyes it was that disturbed 
the; unity of elleet in Lamb’s waking f.ice. Tliey gave a 
restlessness to the eharactt'r of his intellect, shifting, like 
northern lights, through every mode of combination with 
fantastic playfulness, and sometimes by fiery gleams obli¬ 
terating for the moment that pure liglit of benignity which* 
was tlic ])redominant reading oii his features. Some people 
have supposed that J.amb had Jewisli Idood in his veins, 
which seemed to account for his gleaming eyes. It might 
bo so , but this notion found little countenance in Ijamb’s 
own way of treating the gloomy media'vid traditions pro¬ 
pagated throughout Europe about th<‘ .lews, and their secret 
enmity to Christian race.s. Laiul), indi*e<l, might not be 
more serious than Shakspeare is supj>o.sed to have been in 
his Shylock , yet he sj)okc at times as from a station of 
wilful bigotiy, and seemed (whether laiigliingly or not) to 
sympathize with the barbaious Christian .suj»erstitions upon 
the ju’etended bloody practices of the Jews, and of the early 
Jewish physicians. Being himself a Lincoln man, he treated 
Sir Hugli of Lincoln, tlic young child that suffered death 
by secret assfissiiiation in the Jewish quarter iT^ther than 
suppress his daily anthems to tlic Virgin, as a true histo- 

* T he story which fumislajs .a basis to the fine ballad inPercj'n 
Keliques, and to the Ci'iiterbury Talc of Chaucer’s Lady Abbess. 
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rical personage on the rolls of martyrdom; careless that 
this fable, like that of the apprentice murdered out of 
jealousy by his master, the architect, had destroyed its own 
authority by ubiquitous ditfusion. All over Europe the same 
legend of the murdered apprentice and the martyred child 
reappears under different names—so that in effect the veri¬ 
fication of the tale is none at all, because it is unanimous; 
is too narrow, because it is too impossibly broad. -Lamb, 
however, though it was often hard to say whether he were 
not secretly laughing, swore to tlic truth of all these old 
fables, and treated the liberalities of the present generation 
on such points as mere fantastic and efieininatc affectations, 
which, no doubt, they often arc as regards the sincerity of 
those who profess them. The bigotry, which it pleased his 
fancy to assume, he used like a sword against the Jew, as 
the official weapon of the Cliristiau, upon the same luinciple 
that a Caiiulet would have drawn upon a Montague, with¬ 
out conceiving it any duty of his to rip up the gi’ounds of 
so ancient a quarrel; it was a feud handed down to him 
by his ancestors, and it was their business to see that 
originally it had Ixu^n an honest feud. I cannot yet 
believe that Lamb, if sei'iously aware of any family inter¬ 
connexion with Jewish blood, would, even in jest, have 
held that one-sided language. M(ne probable it is, that 
the fiery eye recorded not any alliance W'ith Jewish blood, 
but that disastrous alliance with insanity which tainted his 
owui life, and laid desolate his sister’s. 

The mercurialities of Lamb were infinite, and always 
uttered iq a sjiirit of cbsolute recklessness for the quality 
or the prosperity of the sally. It seemed to liberate his 
spirits from some burthen of blackest melancholy which 
oppressed it, when he had thrown off a jest: he would not 
stop one instant to improve it; nor did ho care the value 
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of a straw whether it were good enough to he remembered, 
or so mediocre as to extort liigh moral indignation from a 
collector who refused to receive into his collection of jests 
and puns any that were not felicitously good or revoltingly 
bad. 

After tea, Lamb read to me a number of beautiful com¬ 
positions, which he had himself taken the trouble to copy 
out into a blank paper folio from unsuccessful authors. 
Neglected people in every class won the Byini)athy of Lamb. 
One of the p(,)ems, I remenibcT, was a very beautiful sonnet 
from a volume recently published by Lord Thurlow— 
which, and Lamb’s just remarks upon which, I could almost 
repeat verbatim at this monieiit, nearly twenty-seven yenre 
later, if your limits would allow me. But these, you tell 
me, allow of no such thing ; at the utmost they allow only 
twelve lines more. Now all the world knows that tin; 
sonnet itself would requii'e fourteen lines ; but take fourteen 
from twelve and there reiriains very little, I fear; besides 
which, I am afraid two of my twidve arc alrea<ly exhausted. 
This forces me to interrupt my account of Lamb’s re.ading, 
by reporting the veiy accident that did int(5ri*upt it in fact; 
sipce that no less cliaraeteristically expn^ssed Lamb’s i)eeu- 
liar Bj)irit of kindness (always quickening it.self towards the 
ill-used or the dt)wn-trodden) than it had previously ex¬ 
pressed itself in his choice of olxscure readings. Two ladies 
came in, one of whom at least had sunk in the scale of 
worldly consideration. They were ladies who wmuld not 
have found much recreation iii*literary discussions j elderfy, 
and habitually depressed. On •account. Lamb pro¬ 
posed whist, and in that kind effort to amuse Mew, which 
naturally drew forth .some momentary gaieties from himself, 
but not of a kind to impress themselves on the recollection, 
ilie evening terminated. 
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Of Ijamb’s writings, some were confessedly failui'es, and 
some were so memorably beautiful as to be uniques in their 
class. The character of Lamb it is, and the life-struggle of 
Lamb, that must fix the attention of many, even amongst 
those wanting in sensibility to his intellectual merits. This 
character and tliis struggle, as we have already observed, 
impress many traces of themselves upon Lamb’s writings. 
Even in that view, therefore, they have a ministerial value; 
but separately, for themselves, they have an independent 
value of the highest order. Upon this point we gladly 
adopt the eloquent words of Sergeant Talfourd :— 

“ The sweetness of Lamb’s character, breathed through 
his writings, was felt even by strangers ; but its heroic 
as[)ect was ungucssed even by many of his friends. Let 
them now consider it, and ask if the annals of self-sacrifice 
can show anything in human action and endurance more 
lovely than its self-devotion exhibits ? It was not merely 
that he saw, through the eiisiinguincd cloud of misfortune 
which had fallen upon his family, the unstained excellence 
of his sister, whose madness had caused it ; that he was 
ready to take her to his own. home with reverential affec¬ 
tion, and cherish her through life ; and he gave \ip, for her 
sake, all meaner and more selfish love, and all the hopes 
which youth blends with the passion which disturbs and 
ennobles it; not even that he did all this checifully, with¬ 
out jduming himself upon his brotherly nobleness as a 
virtue, or seeking to repay himself (as some uneasy martyrs 
do) by small jaistalments df long repining; but that he 
carried the spirit of <»the hour in which he first knew and 
took his course to his last. So far from thinking that his 
sacrifice of youth and love to his sister gave him a license 
to follow his own caprice at the expense of her feelings, 
even in the lightest matters, he always wrote and spoke of 
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her as his wiser self, liis generous benefactress, of whose 
protecting eare he was scarcely worthy.” 

It must be reiueml>ered also, which the Sergeant does 
not overlook, that Lamb’s cllbrts for the becoming support 
of his sister lasted through a period of forty years. Twelve 
years before his death, the munificence of the India House, 
by granting liim a liberal retiring allowance, liad jdaced 
his own support uiidt^r shelter from accidents (if any kind. 
But tliis died with himself; and he could not venture to 
suppose that, in the event of his own death, the India 
House would grant to his sister the same allowance as by 
custom is granted to a wife. This, liowever, tlu'y dief; but 
Lamb not vtmturing to calculate upon .such nobility of 
patronage, had a]iiilied hims('lf through life to the saving of 
a provision for his sister under any aceidejit to himself 
And this he did with a i)er.scvering prudence, but little 
known in the literary class, amongst a continued tenor of 
generosities, often so princely as to be scarcely known in 
any class. 

Was this man, so memorably good by life-long sacrifice 
of himself, in any profound sense a Christian 1 The im¬ 
pression is, that lie was 7inf. Wo, from private communi¬ 
cations with lum, can undertake to say that, according to 
his knowledge and opportunities for the study of Cliristian- 
ity, he wds. What lias injured Lamb on tliis point is, that 
his early opinions (which, however, from the first W(^re 
united with the deepest piety) arc read by the inattentive, 
as if they had been the opinions of his mature days ; 
secondly, that he had few religious persons amongst his 
friends, which made him re.scrved in the expression of his 
own views ; thirdly, that in any case where ho altered 
opinions for the better, the credit of the improvement is 
assigned to Coleridge. Lamb, for example, beginning life 
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as a Unitarian, in not many years became a Trinitarian. 
Coleridge passed through the same changes in the same 
order; and here, at least, Lamb is supposed simply to 
have obeyed the influence, confessedly great, of Coleridge. 
This, on oui* own knowledge of Lamb’s views, we pro¬ 
nounce to be an error. And the following extracts 
from Lamb’s letters will show, not only that he was 
religiously disposed on impulses self-derived, but that, 
so far from obeying the bias of Coleridge, he ventured, 
on this one subject, firmly as regarded the matter, though 
humbly as regarded the manner, affectionately to reprove 
Coleiidge. 

In a letter to Coleridge, written in 1797, the year after 
his sister’s first attack of lunacy, he says :—“ Coleridge, I 
have not one truly elevated (character among my acquaint¬ 
ance ; not one Christian ; not one but undervalues Chris¬ 
tianity. Singly, what am I to do ? Wesley—[have you 
read his life ?]—was not ho an. elevated character ? Wesley 
has said religiini was not a solitary thing. Alas ! it is 
necessarily so with me, or next to solitary. ’Tis true you 
write to me ; but correspondence by letter and personal 
intimacy are widely different. Do, do write to me ; and 
do some good to my mind—already how much ‘ waii)e<l 
and relaxed’ by the world !” 

Ill a letter Avritteii about three months previously, he 
had not scrupled to blame Coleridge at some length for 
audacities of religious speculation, which seemed to him at 
war with the simplicities of pure religion. He says :— 
“Do continue'to wjite to me. I read your letters with 
my sister, and they give us both abundance of delight. 
Especially they please us two when you talk in a religious 
strain. Not but -we are oflended occasionally with a cer¬ 
tain freedom of expression, a certain air of mysticism, 
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more consonant to the conceits of pagan philosophy than 
consistent with the humility of genuine piety.” 

Then, after some instances of what he blames, he says . 
—“ Be not angry with me, Coleridge. I wish not to cavil; 
I know I cannot instnict you; I only wish to remind you 
of that humility which best becometh the Christian cha¬ 
racter. God, in the New Testament, our best guide, is re¬ 
presented to us in the kind, condescending, amiable, familiar 
light of a parent; aiid, in my poor mind, ’tis best for us 
so to consider him as onr heavenly Father, and oiir best 
friend, without indulging too bold conceptions of his char¬ 
acter.” 

About m month later, he says :—“ Few but laugh at me 
for reading my Testament. They talk a language I under¬ 
stand not ; I conceal sentiments that would be a puzzle to 
ihmr 

We see by this last quotation where it was that Ijamb 
originally sought for consolation. We personally can vouch 
that, at a maturer period, when he was a])proaehing liis 
fiftieth year, no change had affected his opinions upon that 
point; and, on the other hand, that no ehanges had oc¬ 
curred in his needs for consolation, wc; seci, ahia ! in the 
records of his life. We do not undertake to say, that in 
his knowledge of Chri-stianity he was eveiywhere profound 
or consistent, but he was always cfirnest in his aspirations 
after its spiritualities, and had an appn:hensive sense of its 
power. 

Charles Lamb is gone ; his life Avas a continued struggle 
in the service of love the purest, and within a sidiere visited 
by little of contemporary applause. Even his intellectual 
displays won but a narrow sympathy at any tiino, and in 
his earlier period were saluted with positive derision and 
contumely on the few occasions when they were not op 
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pressed by entire neglect. But slowly all things right 
themselves. All merit, which is founded in truth, and is 
strong enough, reaches by sweet exhalations in the end a 
higher sensory ; reaches higher organs of discernment, 
lodged in a sclccter audience. But the original obtuseness 
or vulgarity of feeling that thwarted all just estimation of 
Lamb in life, will continue to thwart its popular diffusion. 
There are even some that continue to regard him with the 
old hostility, and the old unmitigated scorn. And we, 
therefore, standing by the side of Lamb’s grave, seemed to 
hear, on one side (but in abated tones), strains of the an¬ 
cient malice—“ This man, that thought himself to be some¬ 
body, is dead—is buried—is forgotten !” and, on ’the other 
side, seemed to hear ascending as with the solemnity of a 
saintly requiem—“ This man, that tlioiight himself to be 
nobody, is dead—is buried ; his life has been searched; 
and his memory is hallowed for ever !’* 
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Few, even amongst literary people, are aware of the true 
place occupied, de facto or dcjitre, by Herodotus in universal 
literature j secondly, scarce here and there a scholar up and 
down a century is led to reflect upon the vmltipliciti/ of his 
relations to the whole range of civilisation. We endeavour 
in these words to catcli, as in a net, the gross prominent 
faults of his appreciation j on which account, first, we say 
pointedly, universal literature, not Grecian—since the pri¬ 
mary error is, to regard Herodotus merely in relation to 
the literature of Greece ; secondly, on wliich account we 
notice the circuit, the numerical amount, of his collisions 
with science—because the second and greater error is, to 
regard him exclusively as an historian. But now, under a 
juster allocation of his rank, as the general father of prose 
composition, Herodotus is nearly related to all literature 
whatsoever, modern not less than ancient; and as tlie 
father of what may be called ethnograj^hical geography, as 
a man who speculated most ably on all the humanities of 
science—that is, on all the scieiitific questions which natu¬ 
rally interest our human sensibilities in this great temple 
which we look up to, the pavilion gf the sky, the sun, the 
moon, the atmosphere, with its climates and its winds; or 
in this home which we inherit, the earth, with its hills and 
rivers—Herodotus ought least of all to be chissed amongst . 
historians : that is hut a secondary title for him; he de- 
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serves to be rated as the leader amongst philosophical 
polyhistors, which is the nearest designation to that of en¬ 
cyclopaedist current in the Greek literature. And yet is not 
this word encyclopaedist much lower than his ancient name— 
father of history ? Doubtless it is no great distinction at 
present to l)e an encyclopaedist, which is often but another 
name for bookmaker, craftsman, mechanic, journeyman, in 
his meanest degeneration; yet in those early days, when 
the timid muse of science had scarcely ventured sandal 
deep into waters so unfathomable, it seems to us a great 
thing indeed, that one solitaiy man should have ibunded an 
entire encyclopedia for his countrymen upon those difficult 
problems which challenged their primary attention, because 
starting forward fi'om the very roof—the walls—the floor 
of that beautiful theatre which they tenanted. The habit¬ 
able world, ->7 oiKovpevrj, was now daily becoming better 
known to the human race ; but how ? Chiefly through 
Herodotus, There are amusing evidences extant, of the 
profound ignorance in which nations the most enlightened 
had hitherto lived, as to all lands beyond their own and its 
frontier adjacencies. But within the single generation (or 
the single half century) previous to the birth of Herodotus, 
vast changes had taken place. The mere revolutions con¬ 
sequent upon the foundation of the Persian empire had 
approximated the whole world of civilisation. First came 
the conquest of Egypt by the second of the new emperors. 
This event, had it stood alone, was immeasurable in its 
effects for meeting^'curiosity, and in its immediate excite¬ 
ment for prompting it. It brought the whole vast chain 
of Persian dependencies, from the river Indus eastwards to 
the Nile westwards, or even through Gyrene to the gates of 
Carthage, under the unity of a single sceptre. The world 
was open. Jealous interdicts, inhospitable laws, national 
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hostilities, always in procinctu, no longer fettered the feet 
of the merchant, or neutralized the exploring instincts of 
the philosophic traveller. Next came the restoration of the 
Jewish people. Judea, no longer weeping by the Euphrates, 
was again sitting for another half millennium of divine 

probation under her ancient palm-tree. Next after that 

• 

came tlje convulsions of Greece, earthquake upon earth¬ 
quake ; the trampling myriads of Darius, but six years 
before the birth of Herodotus; the river-draining millions of 
Xerxes in the fifth year of his wandering infancy. Whilst 
the swell from this great storm was yet angry, and hardly 
subsiding (a metaphor used by Herodotus himself, crt 
otScoi/To)!/ 7rpr)yfjLaT<au), whilst the scars of Greece were’ yet 
raw from the Persian scimitar, her towns and temples to 
the east of the Corinthian isthmus smouldering ruins yet 
reeking from the Persian torch, the young Herodotus had 
wandered forth in a rapture of impassioned curiosity to see, 
to touch, to measure, all those great objects, whose names 
had been recently so rife in men’s mouths. The luxurious 
Sardis, the nation of Babylon, the Nile, that oldest of rivers, 
Memphis, and Thebes the hundred-gated, that were but 
amongst Nile’s youngest daughters, with the pyramids in¬ 
scrutable as the heavens—all these he had visited. As 
far up the Nile as El(;phautine he had personally pushed 
his inquiries; and far beyond by his obstinate ques¬ 
tions from all men presumably equal to the answers. Tyre, 
even, he made a separate voyage to explore. Palestine he 
had trodden with Grecian feet; the mysterious Jerusalem 
he had visited, and had computed hef proportions. Finally, 
as to Greece continental, though not otherwise connected 
with it himself than by the bond of language, and as the 
home of his Ionian ancestors (in which view he often calls, • 
by the great moral name of Hellas, regions that geogra- 



164 PHILOSOPHY OP HERODOTUS. 

phically belong to Asia and even to Africa), he seems by 
mere casual notices, now prompted by an historical incident, 
now for the purpose of an illustrative comparison, to have 
known it so familiarly, that Pausanias in after ages does not 
describe more minutely the local features to which he had 
dedicated a life, than this extraordinary traveller, for whom 
they did but point a period or circumstantiate a parenthesis. 
As a geographer, often as a hydrographer—witness his 
soundings thirty miles off the mouths of the Nile—Hero¬ 
dotus was the first great parent of discovery, as between 
nation and nation he was the authoi’ of mutual revelation ; 
whatsoever any one nation knew of its own little ringfence, 
through daily use and experiom^e, or had receiveef by an¬ 
cestral tradition, ilmt he published to all other nations. 
He was the first central interpreter, tlu; common dragoman 
to the general college of civilisation that now belted the 
Mediterranean, holding up, in a language already laying the 
foundfitions of universality, one cojiiprehensivc mirror, re¬ 
flecting to them all the separate chorograpliy, habits, 
institutions, and religious systems of each. Nor was it in 
the facts merely that he retraced the portraits of all leading 
states; whatsoever in these facts was mysterious, for that 
he had a self-originated solution ; whatsoever was perplexing 
by equiponderant (’.ounh'r-assumptions, for that ho brought 
a determining impulse to the one side or the other; what¬ 
soever seemed contradictory, for that he brought a reconcil¬ 
ing hypothesis. Were it the annual rise of a river, were it 
tlie formation of a famous kingdom by alluvial depositions, 
were it the unexpected event of a battl(‘, or the apparently 
capricious migration of a people—^for all alike Herodotus 
had such resources of knowledge as took the sting out of 
the marvellous, or such resources of ability as at least 
suggested the plausible. Antiquities or mythology, martial 
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institutions or pastoral, the secret motives to a falsehood 
which he exposes, or the hidden nature of some truth which 
he deciphers—all alike lay within the searching dissection 
’of this astonishing intellect, the most powerful lens by far 
that has ever been brought to bear upon the mixed objects 
of a speculative traveller. 

To have classed this man as a mere fVibliug annalist, or 
even if it should be said on better tliouglits—no, not as a 
fabling annalist, but as a great sceiiical-liistorian—is so 
monstrous an oversight, so mere a neglect of the propor¬ 
tions maintained amongst the topics treated by Herodotus, 
that we do not conceive any apology requisite for revising, 
in this place or at this time, the general estimate on a 
subject always interesting. What is everybody’s business, 
the proverb instructs us to view as nobody’s by duty ; but 
under the same rule it is rt? 2 yboJy’s by right; and what 
belongs to all hours alike, may, for that reason, belong, 
without blame, to January of the year 18-12. Yet, if any 
man, obstinate in demanding for all acts a “ sufficient 
reason ” [to speak Leihrutic^^ demurs to our revision, as 
having no special invitation at this immediate moment, then 
we arc hai)py to tell him that Mr. Hermann Uobrick has 
furnished us with such an invitation, by a recent review of 
Herodotus as a geographer,"' and thus furnished even a 
technical 2 )lea for calling iqi the great man before our bar.- 
We have already said something towards reconsidering 
the thoughtless classification of a writer whose works do 
actually, in their major projmrtion, not essentially concern 
that subject to which, by their translated title, they are 
exclusively referred; for even that part which is liistorical, 


* Geographie cIob Herodot—dargeatellt von Hermann Bobrik. 
Konigsberg, 1838 . 
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often moves by mere anecdotes or personal sketches. And 
the uniform object of these is not the history, but the poli¬ 
tical condition of the pai ticular state or province. But we 
now feel disposed to press this rectification a little more 
keenly, by asking—What was the reason for this apparently 
wilful error 1 The reason is palpable : it was the igno¬ 
rance of irreflectiveness. 

I. For with resjiect to the first oversight on the claim of 
Herodotus, as an earliest archetype of composition, so much 
is evident—that, if prose were simply the negation of verse, 
were it the fact that prose had no sei)aratc laws of its own, 
but that, to be a composer in prose meant only his privilege 
of being inartificial—his dispensation from the restraints of 
metre—tlien, indeed, it would be a sliglit nominal honour 
to have been the Fatiier of l^rose. But this is ignorance, 
though a pretty common ignorance. To walk well, it is not 
enough that a man abstains from dancing. Walking has 
rules of its own, the more diificult to perceive or to practise 
as they are less broadly prononch. To fijrbear singing is 
not, therefore, to s^jeak well or to read well: each of which 
offices rests upon a separate art of its own. Numerous 
laws of transition, connexion, preparation, arc different for 
a writer in verse and a writer in prose. Each mode of 
composition is a great art; well executed, is the highest 
and most difficult of arts. And we are satisfied that, one 
century before the age of Herodotus, the effort must have 
been greater to jirean the feelings from a key of poetic com¬ 
position to which all minds had long been attuned and 
prepared, than at present it would be for any paragraphist 
in the newspapers to make the inverse revolution by sud¬ 
denly renouncing the modesty of prose for the impassioned 
forms of lyrical poetiy. It was a great thing to be the 
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leader of prose composition; gi’eat even, as we all can see 
at other times, to be absolutely first in any one subdivision 
of composition : how much more in one whole bisection of 
literature ! And if it is objected that Herodotus was not 
the eldest of prose writers, doubtless, in an absolute sense, 
no man 'was. There must always have been short public 
inscriptions, not admitting of metre, as where numbers, 
quantities, dimensions, were concerned. It is enough that 
all feeble tentative ex])lorcrs of the art had been too meagre 
in matter, too rude in manner, like Fabius Pictor amongst 
the Homans, to cajjtivate the cars of men, and thus t«) 
insure their, own propagation. Without annoying the 
reader by the cheap cmdition of parading defunct names 
l)efore him, it is certain that Scylax, an author still sur¬ 
viving, 'W’^as nearly contemporary with Herodotus; and not 
very wide of him by his subject. In 1m case it is pro¬ 
bable that the mere practical benefits of his book to the 
navigators of the Mediterranean in that early period, had 
multiplied his book so as eventually to preserve it. Yet, 
as Major Kennel remarks, “ Gcog. Syst. of Herod.,” p. GIO 
—“ Scylax must be regarded as a seaman or pilot, and the 
author of a coasting directory as a mechanic artisan, 
ranking with Hamilton Moore or Gunter, not as a great 
liberal ai'tist—an intellectual potentate like Herodotus. 
Such now upon the scale of intellectual claims as was this 
geographical rival by comparison -with Herodotus, such 
doubtless were his rivals or predecessors in history, in an¬ 
tiquities, and ill the other provinces which he occupied. 
And, generally, the fragments of thesa authors, surviving 
in Pagan as well as Christian collections, show that they 
were sucli. So that, in a high, virtual sense, Herodotus 
was to prose composition what Homer, six hundred years 
earlier, had been to verse. 
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II. But whence arose the other mistake about Herodotus 
—the fancy that his great work was exclusively (or even 
chiefly) a history ? It arose simply from a mistranslation, 
which subsists everywhere to this day. We remember that 
Kant, in one of his miscellaneous essays, finding a necessity 
for explaining the term Ilidorie [why we cannot say, since 
the Germans liave tlie self-grown word Geschichte for that 
idea], deduces it, of course, from the Greek 'lorropta. This 
brings him to an occasion for defining the term. And 
how ? It is laughable to imagine the anxious reader bend¬ 
ing his ear to catch the Kantean whisper, and finally 
solemnly hearing that ^Urropia means—History. Really, 
Professor Kant, we should almost have guessed as much. 
But such derivations teach no more than the ample circuit 
of Bardolph’s definition—“ iccommodated —that whereby 
a man is, or may be thought to be”—what? “ accommo¬ 
dated.'' Kant was a masterly Latin scholar ; in fact, a 

fellow-jaipil with the admirable D. Ruhnken, but an indif- 

« 

ferent Grecian. And spite of the old traditional “ Histo- 
riarum Libri Novem,” which stands upon all Latin title- 
pages of Herodotus, wo need scarcely remind a Greek 
scholar, tliiit the verb to-ropeoi or the noun la-ropia never 
bears, in this writer, the latter sense of recording and 
meinorializiiig. The substantive is a word frequently em¬ 
ployed by Herodotus; oft(;n in the i)biral number, and 
uniformly it means inquiries or investigations; so that the 
proper English version of the title-page would be—“ Of 
the ResearcJtes made by Herodotus, Nine Books.” And, in 
reality, that is the very meaning, and the secret drift of the 
consecration (running overhead through these nine sections) 
to the nine Muses. Had the work been designed as chiefly 
historical, it would have been placed under the patronage 
of the one sole muse presiding over History. But because 
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the very opening sentence tells us that it is Tvot chiefly his- 
torical, that it is so partially, that it rehearses the acts of 
men [ra yevofievaj together with the monumental structures 
of human labour [ra epyaj —for the true sense of whicli 
word, in this position, see the first sentence in section 
thirty-five of Euterpey and other things beside [ra re aA.Xa], 
because, in short, not any limited annals, because the 
mighty revelation of the world to its scattered inhabitants, 
because— 

“ Quicquid aguiit homines, votuni, timor, Ira, voluplas, 

Gaadia, discursus, nostri est farrago libelli—” 

therefore it was that a running title, or superscription, so 
extensive and so aspiring, had at some time been adopted. 
Every muse, and not one only, is presumed to bo interested 
in the work ; and, in simple truth, this legend of dedication 
is but an expansion of variety more impressively conveyed 
of what had been already notified in the inaugural sentence; 
whilst both this sentence and that dedication were designed 
to meet that very misconception which has since, notwith¬ 
standing, prevailed.* 

These rectifications ought to Lave some effect in elevating 
—first, the rank of Herodotus ; secondly, his present 
attractions. Most certain we are that few readers are 

* But —How has it prevailed,” some will ask, “ if an error? 
Have not groat scholars sate upon Herodotus ? ” Doubtless, many. 
There is none greater, for instance, merely as a Grecian scholar, than 
VaJekenaer. Whence we conclude that inevitably this error has been 
remarked somewhere. And as to the erroneous Latin version still 
keeping its ground, partly that may be due tef the sort of superstition 
wdiich everywhere protects old usages in formal situations like a title- 
page, partly to the fact that there is no happy Latin word to express 
“Researches." Rut, however that may be, all the scholars in the 
world cannot get rid of the evidence involved in the general use of 
the word laropia {investigation) by Herodotus. 

H—VIII. 
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avrare of the various amusement conveyed from all sources 
then existing by this most splendid of travellers. Dr. 
Johnson has expressed in print (and not merely in the 
strife of conversation) the following extravagant idea— 
that to Homer, as its original author, may be traced back, 
at least in outline, every tale or complication of incidents, 
now moving in modem poems, romances, or novels. Now, 
it is not necessary to denounce such an assertion as false, 
because, upon two separate reasons, it shows itself to be 
impossible. In the first place, the motive to such an 
assertion was—to emblazon the inventive faculty of Homer; 
but it happens that Homer could not invent anything, small 
or great, under the very principles of Grecian art. To be 
a fiction, as to matters of action (for in embellishments the 
rule might be otherwise), was to be ridiculous and unmean¬ 
ing in Grecian eyes. We may illust:®e the Grecian feeling 
on this point (however little known to modern readers) by 
our own dolorous disappointment when we opened the 
Alhambra of Mr. Washington Irving. We had supposed 
it to be some real Spanish or Moorish legend connected 
with that grand architectural romance ; and, behold ! it 
was a mere Sadler’s Wells travesty (we speak of its plan, 
not of its execution) applied to some slender fragments 
from past days. Such, but far stronger, would have been 
the disappointment to Grecian feelings, in finding any poetic 
{dbfortiorij any prose) legend to be a fiction of the writer’s 
—words cannot measure the reaction of disgust. And 
thence it waq,:that no tragic poet of Athens ever took for 
his theme any tale or fable not already pre-existing in some 
known version of it, though now and then it‘might be the 
least popular version. It was capital as an offence of the 
intellect, it was lunatic to do otherwise. This is a most 
important characteristic of ancient taste ; and most interest- 



PHILOSOPHY OF HERODOTUS. 171 

ing in its philosopiftc value for any comparative estimate 
of modern art, as against ancient. In particular, no just 
commentary can ever be written on the poetics of Aristotle, 
which leaves this out of sight. Secondly, as against Dr. 
Johnson, it is evident that the whole character the very 
principle of movement, in many modern stories, depends 
upon sentiments derived remotely from Christianity; and 
others upon usages or manners peculiar to modem civilisa¬ 
tion ; so as in cither case to involve a moral anachronism 
if viewed as Homeric, consequently as Pagan. Not the 
colouring only of the fable, but the very incidents, one and 
all, and the situations, and the perplexities, are constantly 
the product of something characteristically modern in the 
circumstances,—sometimes, for instance, in the climate ; for 
the ancients had no experimental knowledge of severe 
climates. With theslldouble impossibilities before us, of 
any absolute fictions in a Pagan author that could be 
generally fitted to anticipate modern tales, we shall not 
transfer to Herodotus the impracticable compliment paid 
by Dr. Johnson to Homer. But it is certain that the very 
best collection of stories furnished by Pagan funds, lies 
dispersed through his great work. One of the best of the 
Arabian Nights, the very best as regards the structure of 
the plot—viz., the talc of Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves 
—is evidently derived from an incident in that remarkable 
Egyptian legend, connected with the treasury-house of 
Rhampsiriitiis. This, except two of his Persian legends 
(Gyms and Darius), is the longest tale in Herodotus, and 
by much the best in an artist’s sense ; .indeed, its own re¬ 
markable merit, as a fable in which the incidents successively 
gen&i'ate each other, caused it to be transplanted by the 
Greeks to their own country. Vossius, in his work on the 
Greek historians, and a hundred years later, Valckenaer, 



172 PHILOSOPHY OP HERODOTUS. 

with many other scholars, had pointed out the singular 
conformity of this memorable Egyptian story with several 
that afterwards circulated in Greece. The eldest of these 
transfers was undoubtedly the Boeotian tale (but in days 
before the name Boeotia existed) of Agamedcs and Tro- 
phonius, architects, and sons to the King of Orchoraenos, 
who built a treasure-house it Hyria (noticed by,Homer in 
his ship catalogue), followed by tragical circumstances, the 
very same as those recorded by Herodotus. It is true that 
the latter incidents, according to the Egyptian version— 
the monstrous device of Rhampsiiiitus for discovering the 
robber at the price of his daughter’s honour, and the final 
reward of the robber for his petty ingenuity (which, after 
all, belonged chiefly to the deceased architect), ruin the tale 
as a whole. But these latter incidents are obviously for¬ 
geries of another ago , “ aiigeschlSk€7L ” fastened on by 
fraud, “ an den ersten aelteren theil^'* to the first and elder 
part, as Mueller rightly obsm^os, p. 97 of his Orchomenos. 
And even here it is pleasing to notice the incredulity of 
Herodotus, who M^as not, like so many of his Christian 
commentators, sceptical upon previous system and by 
wholesale, but equally prone to believe wherever his heart 
(naturally reverential) suggested an interference of superior 
natures, and ready to doubt wherever his excellent judgment 
detected marks of incohereney. He records the entire 
series of incidents as ra XeyofjLcva aKoy, reports of events 
which had reached him by hearsay, ejjLOL Se ov Tna-ra —“ but 
to me,” he says pointedly, “ not credible.” 

In this view, as ^.^hesaurus fabularunij a great repository 
of anecdotes and legends, tragic or romantic, Herodotus is 
BO far beyond all Pagan competition, that we are thrown 
upon Christian literatures for any corresponding form of 
merit. The case has often been imagined playfully, that a 
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man were rcstrictedPto one book, and in that case what 
ought to be his choice; and, supposing all books so solemn 
as those of a religious interest to be laid out of the ques¬ 
tion, many arc the answers which have been pronounced, 
according to the difference of men’s minds. Rousseau, as 
is well known, on such an assumption made his election for 
Plutarch. But shall we tell the reader whyl It was not 
altogether his taste, or his judicious choice, which decided 
him ; for choice there can be none amongst elements unex¬ 
amined—it was his limited reading. Rousseau, like Wil¬ 
liam Wordsworth, had read—at tlie outside twelve volumes 
8vo, in his whole lifetime. Except a few papers in the 
French Encyclopklie during his maturcr years, and some 
dozen of works presented to him by tlieir authors where 
they happened to be his own friends, Rousseau had read 
little (if anything at ||D beyond Plutarch’s Lives in a bad 
French translation, and Montaigne. Though not a French¬ 
man, having had an education (if such one can call it) 
thoroughly French, he had the usual puerile French craze 
about Roman virtue, and republican simplicity, and Cato, 
and “ aU that.” So that his decision goes for little. And 
even he, had he read Herodotus, would have thought twice 
before he made up his mind. The tmth is, that in such a 
case, suppose, for example, Robinson Crusoe empowered to 
import one book and no more into his insular hermitage,the 
most powerful of human books must be unavoidably excluded, 
and for the following reason : that in the direct ratio of its 
profundity will be the unity of any fictitious interest; a 
Paradise Lost, or a King Lear, could not agitate or possess 
the mind in the degree that they do, if they were at leisure to 
“ amuse ” us. So far from relying on its unity, the work 
which should aim at the maximum of amusement, ought to 
rely on the maximum of variety. And in that view it is 
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that we urge the paramount preterilons of Herodotus: 
since not only are his topics separately of primary interest, 
each for itself, but they are collectively the most" varied in 
the quality of that interest, and they are touched with the 
most flying and least lingering pen ; for, of all writers, 
Herodotus is the m(jst cautious not to trespass on his reader’s 
patience : his transitions are the most fluent whilst they 
are the most endless, justifying themselves to the under¬ 
standing as much as they recommend themselves to the 
spirit of hurrying curiosity; and his narrations or descrip¬ 
tions arc the most animated by the gencraiity of their 
abstractions, whilst they arc the most faithfully individual 
by the felicity of their selection amongst circumstances. 

Once, and in a public situation, I myself denominated 
Herodotus the Froissart of antiquity. But I was then 
speaking of him exclusively in his character of historian ; 
and even so, T did him injustice. Thus far it is true the 
two men agree, that both are less political, or reflecting, or 
moralizing, as historians, than they are scciiical and 
spJendhlly picturesque. But Froissart is little else than an 
annalist. Whereas Herodotus is the counterpart of some 
ideal Pandora, by the universality of his accomplishments. 
He is a traveller of discoveiy, like Captain Cook or Park, 
He is a naturalist, the earliest that existed. He is a my- 
thologist, and a speculator on the origin, as well as value, of 
religious rites. He is a political economist by instinct of 
genius, before the science of economy had a name or a 
conscious function; and by two great records, he has put 
us up to the level of all that can excite our cmiosity at 
that great era of moving civilisation :—First, as respects 
Persia, by the elaborate review of the various satrapies or 
great lieutenancies of the empire—that vast empire which 
had absorbed the Assyrian, Median, Babylonian, Little 
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Syrian, and Egyptian kingdoms ; registering against each 
separate viceroyalty, from Algiers to Lahore beyond the 
Indus, what was the amount of its annual tribute to the 
gorgeous exchequer of Susa ; and secondly, as respects 
Greece, by his review of the numerous little Grecian states, 
and their several contingents in ships, or in soldiers, or in 
both (according as their position happened to be inland or 
maritime), towards the universal armament against the 
second and greatest of the Persian invasions. Two such 
documents, two such archives of political economy, two 
monuments of corresponding value do not exist elsewhere 
in history. Egypt had now ceased, and we may say that 
(according to the scriptural prophecy) it had ceased for 
ever, to be an independent realm. Persia had now for 
seventy years had her foot upon the neck of this unhappy 
land ; and, in one century beyond the death of Herodotus, 
the two-horned * he-goat of Macedon was destined to butt 
it down into hopeless prostration. But so far as Egypt, 
from her vast antiquity, or from her great resources, was 
entitled to a more circumstantial notice than any other 
satrapy of the great empire, such a notice she has ; and I 
do not scruple to say, though it may seem a bold word, 
that, from the many scattered features of Egyptian habits 
or usages incidentally indicated by Herodotus, a better 


* “ Two-horned :''—in one view, as having no successor, Alexander 
was called the one-horned. But it is very singular that all Oriental 
nations, without knowing anything of the scriptural symbols under 
which Alexander is described by Daniel as the strong he-goat who 
butted against the ram of Persia, have always called him the " two¬ 
horned,” with a covert allusion to his European and his Asiatic 
kingdom. And it is equally singular, that unintentionally this 
symbol falls in with Alexander’s own assumption of a descent from 
Libyan Jupiter-Ammon, to whom the double horns were an indis¬ 
pensable and characteristic symbol. 
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portrait of Egyptian life, and a better abstract of Egyptian 
political economy, might even yet be gathered, than from 
all the writers of Greece for the cities of their native land. 

m 

But take him as an exploratory traveller and as a 
naturalist, who had to break ground for the earliest en¬ 
trenchments in these new functions of knowledge ; it may 
be said without exaggeration, that mutatis mutandiSf and 
concessis concedetidiSf Herodotus has the separate qualifica¬ 
tions of the two men whom we would select by preference 
as the most distinguished amongst Christian traveller-natu¬ 
ralists ; he has the universality of the Prussian Humboldt; 
and he has the picturesque fidelity to nature of the English 
Dampier—of whom the last was a simple self-educated 
seaman, but strong-minded by nature, austerely accurate 

through his moral reverence for truth, and zealous in pur- 

• 

suit of knowledge, to an excess which raises him to a level 
with the noble Greek. Dampier, when in the last stage of 
exhaustion from a malignant dysentery, unable to stand 
upright, and surrounded by perils in a land of infidel fana¬ 
tics, crawled on his hands and feet to verify a question in 
natural history, under the blazing forenoon of the tropics ; 
and Herodotus having no motive but his own inexhaustible 
thirst of knowledge, embarked on a separate voyage, fraught 
with hardships, towards a chance of clearing up what 
seemed a difficulty of some importance in deducing the reli¬ 
gious mythology of his country. 

But it is in those characters by which he is best known 
to the world, viz., as a historian and a geographer—Jiat 
Herodotus levies the heaviest tribute on our reverence; and 

I 

precisely in those characters it is that he now claims the 
amplest atonement, having formerly sustained the grossest 
outrages of insult and slander on the peculiar merits 
attached to each of those characters. Credulous he was 
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supposed to be, in a degree transcending the privilege of 
old g/irruloufl nurses ; h 3 rperbolically extravagant beyond 
Sir John Mandeville; and lastly, as if he had been a 
Mendez E^nto or a Munchausen, he was saluted as the 
“ father of lies.”* Now, on these calumnies, it is pleasant 
to know that his most fervent admirer no longer feels it re¬ 
quisite to utter one word in the way of complaint or vindi¬ 
cation. Time has carried him round to the diametrical 
coimterpole of estimation. Examination and more learned 
study have justified every iota of those statements to which 
he 'pledged hie own private authority. His chronology is 
better to this day than any single system opposed to it. 
His dimensions and distances are so far superior to those 
of later travellers, whose hands were strengthened by all 
the powers of military command and regal autocracy, that 
Major Rcnnell, upon a deliberate retrospect of his works, 
preferred his autliority to that of those who came after him 
as conquerors and rulers of the kingdoms which he had de¬ 
scribed as a simple traveller ; nay, to the later authority of 
those who had conquered those conquerors. It is gratify¬ 
ing that a judge, so just and thoughtful as the Major, 
should declare the reports of Alexander’s officers on the 
distances and stations in the Asiatic part of his empire, less 
trustworthy by much than the reports of Herodotus : yet, 
who was more liberally devoted to science than Alexander ? 
or what were the humble powers of the foot traveller in 
comparison with those of the mighty earth-shaker, for 
whom prophecy had been on the watch for centuries ? It 
is gratifying, that a judge like the Major shoidd find the 


* Viz. (as I believe), by Vicesimiis Knox—a writer now entirely 
forgotten, '^Father of Mutory you call him? Much rather the 
Father of Lies." 
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same advantage on the side of Herodotus, as to the dis¬ 
tances in the Egyptian and Libyan part of this empire, on 
a comparison with the most accomplished of Romans, Pliny, 
Strabo, Ptolemy (for all are Romans who benefited by any 
Roman machinery), coming five and six centuries later. I, 
for my part, hold the accuracy of Herodotus to be all but 
marvellous, considering the wretched apparatus which he 
could then command in the popular measures. The stadium^ 
it is true, was more accurate, because less equivocal in those 
Grecian days, than afterwards, when it inter-oscillated with 
the Roman stadium ; but all the multiples of that stadium, 
such as the schoenus, the Persian parasang, or the military 
siathmuSf were only less vague than the coss of Hindostan 
in their ideal standards, and as fluctuating practically as are 
all computed distances at all times and places. The close 
approximations of Herodotus to the returns of distances 
upon caravan routes of five hundred miles by the most 
vigilant of modern travellers, checked by the caravan con¬ 
trollers, is a bitter retort upon his calumniators. And, as 
to the consummation of the insults against him in the 
charge of wilful falsehood, I explain it out of hasty read¬ 
ing and slight acquaintance with Greek. The sensibility 
of Herodotus to his own future character in this respect, 
under a deep consciousness of his upright forbearance on 
the one side, and of the extreme liability on the other side to 
uncharitable construction for any man moving amongst Egyp^ 
tian thaumaturgical traditions, comes forward continually 
in his anxious distinctions between what he gives on his own 
ocular experience —what upon his own inquiries, or 
combination of inquiries with previous knowledge (ia-ropiri) 
—what upon hearsay (aKoyj ^—what upon current tradition 
(Aoyos). And the evidences are multiplied over and above 
these distinctions, of the irritation which besieged his mind 
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as to the future wrongs he might sustain from the careless 
and the unprincipled. Had truth been less precious in his 
eyes, was it tolerable to be supposed a liar for so vulgar an 
object as that of creating a stare by wonder-making ? The 
high-minded Grecian, justly proud of his superb intellec¬ 
tual resources for taking captive the imaginations of his half- 
•polisbed countrymen, disdained such baso artifices, which 
belong more properly to an ejQTcminate and over-stimulated 
stage of civilisation. And, once for all, he had announced 
at an early point as the principle of his work, as what ran 
along the whole line of his statements by way of basis or 
subsumption (rrapa iravra tov Xoyov vTroKctrat)— that he 
wrote upon the faith of hearsay from the Egyptians seve¬ 
rally : meaning by “ severally ” (IkacrTwv)—that he did not 
adopt any chance hearsay, but such as was guaranteed by 
the men who presided oveif each several department of 
Egyptian ofiicial or ceremonial life. 

Having thus said something towards revindicating for 
Herodotus his proper station—first, as a power in litera¬ 
ture ; next, as a geographer, economist, mythologist, anti¬ 
quary, historian—I shall draw the reader’s attention to the 
remarkable “ set of the current” towards that very con¬ 
summation and result of justice amongst the learned within 
the last two generations. There is no similar case extant 
of truth slowly righting itself. Seventy years ago, the 
reputation of Herodotus for veracity was at the lowest ebb. 
That prejudice still survives popularly. But amongst the 
learned it has gradually given way to better scholarehip, 
and to two generations of travellers, starting with far supe¬ 
rior preparation for their difficult labours. Accordingly, at 
this day, each successive commentator, better able to read 
Greek, and bettor provided with solutions for the inevitable 
errors of a report&i\ drawing upon others for his facts, with 
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only an occasional interposition of his own opinion, comes 
with increasing reverence to his author. The laudator tern- 
poris acti takes for granted in his sweeping ignorance, that 
we of the present generation are less learned than our im¬ 
mediate predecessors. It happens, that all over Europe the 
course of learning has been precisely in the inverse direc¬ 
tion. Poor was the condition of Greek learning in Eng-» 
land, when Dr. Cooke (one of the five wretched old boys 
who operated upon Gray’s Elegry in the character of Greek 
translators) presided at Cambridge as their Greek professor. 
See, or rather touch with the tongs, his edition* of Aris¬ 
totle’s Poetics. Equally poor was its condition in Ger¬ 
many ; for, if one swallow could make a summer, we had 
that in England. Poorer by far was its condition (as gener¬ 
ally it is) in France, where a great Don in Greek letters, 
an Abbd who passed for unfathomably learned, having occa- 
sion to translate a Greek sentence, saying that “ Herodotus, 
even whilst lonicizing (using tlie Ionic dialect), had yet 
spelt a particular name with the alpha and not with the 
rendered the passage “ Herodote et aussi Jazon.” 
The Greek words were these three—^HpoSoros Kat la^wi/ 
—i.c., Herodotus even whilst lonicizing. He had never 
heard that Kat means even almost as often as it means 
and: thus he introduced to tlie world a fine new author, 
one Jazon, Esquire; and the squire holds his place 
in the learned Abbd’s book to this day. Good Greek 

* Which edition the arrogant Mathias in his Pursuits of Litera¬ 
ture (by far the most 'popular of books from 1797 to 1802) higlily 
praised; though otherwise aniusiug himself with the folly of the 
other grcy-he.adeJ mon contending for a school-boy’s prize. It was 
the loss of dignity, however, in the reverend translator, not their 
worthless Greek, which ho saw cause to ridicule; for Mathias, though 
reading ordinary Greek with facility, and citing it with a needless 
and a pedantic profusion, was not in any exquisite sense a Grecian 
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scholars are now in the proportion of perhaps sixty to one 
by comparison with the penultimate generation: and this 
proportion holds equally for Germany and for England. So 
that the restoration of Herodotus to his place in literature, 
his Palingmesia^ has been no caprice, but is due to the vast 
depositions of knowledge, equal for the last seventy or 
eighty years to the accumulated product of the entire pre¬ 
vious interval from Herodotus himself dowm to 1760, in 
every one of those particular fields which this author wjia 
led by his situation to cultivate. 

Meantime, the work of cleansing this great tank or de¬ 
pository of archaeology (the one sole reservoir, so placed in 
point of time as to collect and draw all the contributions 
from the frontier ground between the mythical and the 
historical period) is still proceeding. Every fresh labourer, 
by new accessions of direct afd, or by new combinations of 
old suggestions, finds himself able to purify the interpreta¬ 
tion of Herodotus by wdder analogies, or to acc.oiint for his 
mistakes by more accurately developing the situation of the 
speaker. We also bring our own unboiTowed contributions. 
We also would wish to promote this great labour, which, be 
it remembered, concerns no secondary section of human 
progress, searches no blind corners or nooks of history, but 
traverses the very crests and summits of human annals, with 
a solitary exception for the Hebrew Scriptures, so far as 
opening civilisation is concerned. The commencement— 
the solemn inauguration—of history, is placed no doubt in 
the commencement of the Olympiads, 777 years before 
Christ. The doors of the great theatre were then thrown 
open. That is undeniable. But the performance did not 
actually commence till 555 b.c. (the locus of Cyrus). Then 
began the great tumult of nations—the to'mashaWf to speak 
Benyalic^. Then l>egan the procession, the pomp, the in- 
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terweaviug of the western tribes, not always by bodily 
presence, but by the actio in distans of politics. And the 
birth of Herodotus was precisely in the seventy-first year 
from that period. It is the greatest of periods that is con¬ 
cerned. And we also, as willingly we repeat, would offer 
our contingent. What we propose to do is to bring forward 
two or three important suggestions of others not yet popu¬ 
larly known—shaping and pointing, if possible, their ap¬ 
plication—brightening their justice, or strengthening their 
outlines. And with these we propose to intermingle one or 
two suggestions, more exclusively our own. 

I.— The Non-Planelary Earth of Herodotus in its relation 

to the Planetary Sun. 

Mr. Hermann Bobrik is the firfit torch-bearer to Hero¬ 
dotus, who has thrown a strong light on liis theory of the 
eai*th’s relation to the solar system. This is one of the 
praecogniiay literally indispensable to tlie comprehension of 
the geographical basis assumed by Herodotus. And it is 
really interesting to sec how one original error had drawn 
after it a train of others—how one restoration of light has 
now illuminated a whole hemisphere of objects. Wo sup¬ 
pose it the very next thing to a fatal impossibility, that 
any man should at once rid his mind so profoundly of all 
natural biases from education, or almost from human in¬ 
stinct, as barely to suspect the physical theory of Herodotus 
—barely to imagine the idea of a divorce occurring in any 
theory between the solar orb and the great phenomena of ' 
summer and winter. Prejudications, having the force of a 
necessity, had blinded generation after generation of students 
to the very admission in limine of such a theory as could 
go the length of dethroning the sun himself from all influ- 



PHILOSOPHY OF HERODOTUS. 


183 


eiice over the great vicissitudes of heat and cold—seed-time 
and harvest—for man. They did not see what actually 
tvasj what lay* broadly below their eyes, in Herodotus, 
because it seemed too fantastic a dream to suppose that it 
could be. The case is far more common than feeble 
psychologists imagine. Numerous are the instances in 
which we actually see—not that which is really there to bo 
seen—but that which we believe d priori ought to be there. 
And in cases so palpable as that of an external sense, it is 
not difficult to set the student on his guard. But in crises 
more intellectual or moral, like several in Herodotus, it is 
difficult for the teacher himself to be effectually vigilant. 
It was not anything actually seen by Herodotus which led 
him into denying the solar functions ; it was his own inde¬ 
pendent speculation. This suggested to him a plausible 
hypothesis ; plausible it was for that age of the world; and 
afterwards, on applying it to the actual difficulties of the 
case, this hypothesis seemed so far good, that it did really 
unlock them. The case stood thus :—Herodotus contem¬ 
plated Cold not as a mere privation of Heat, but as a positive 
quality; quite as much entitled to “ high consideration,” 
in the language of ambassadors, as its rival heat; and quite 
as much to a “retiring pension,” in case of being super¬ 
annuated. Thus we all know, from Addison’s fine raillery, 
tliat a certain philosopher regarded darkness not at all as 
any result from the absence of light, but fancied that, as 
some heavenly bodies are luminaries, so others (which he 
called tenehrijic stars) might have the office of “ raying out 
positive darkness.” In the infancy of. science, the idea is 
natural to the human mind; and wc remember hearing a 
great man of our own times declare, that no sense of con¬ 
scious power had ever so vividly dilated his mind, nothing 
80 like a revelation, as when one day in broad sunshine, 
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whilst yet a child, he discovered that his own shadow, 
which he had often angrily hunted, was no real existence, 
but a mere hindering of the sun’s light from filling up the 
space screened by his own body. The old grudge, which he 
cherished against this coy fugitive shadow, melted away in 
the rapture of this great discovery. To him the discovery 
had doubtless been originally half suggested by explanations 
of his elders imperfectly comprehended. But in itself the 
distinction between the affirmative and the negative is a step 
perhaps the most costly in effiort of any that the liuman 
mind is summoned to take ; and the greatest indulgence is 
due to those early stages of civilisation when this step had 
7iot been taken. For Herodotus there existed two great 
counter-forces in absolute hostility—heat and cold; and 
these forces were incarnated in the winds. It was the 
north and north-cast wind, not any distance of the sun, 
which radiated cold and frost; it was the southern wind 
from Ethiopia, not at all* the sun, which radiated heat. 
But could a man so sagacious as Herodotus stand with his 
ample Grecian forehead exposed to the noonday sun, and 
suspect no part of the calorific agency to be seated in the 
sun 1 Certainly he could not. But this partial agency is 
no more than what we of this day allow to secondary or 
tertiary causes apart from the principal. We that regard 
the sun as upon the whole our planetary fountain of light, 
yet recognise an electrical aurora, a zodiacal light, &c., as 
substitutes not palpably dependent. We that regard the 
sun as upon the whole our fountain of heat, yet recognise 
many co-operative, many modifying forces having the same 
office—such as the local configuration of gi-ound—such as 
sea neighbourhoods or land neighbourhoods, marshes or 
none, forests or none, strata of soil fitted to retain heat and 
f\md it, or to disperse it and cool it. Precisely in the same 
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way Herodotus did allow an agency to the sun upon the 
daily range of heat, though he allowed none to the same 
luminary in regulating the annual range. Wliat caused 
the spring and autumn, the summer and winter (though 
generally in those ages there were but two seasons recog¬ 
nised), was the action of the winds. The diurnal arch of 
heat (as we may call it) ascending from sunrise to some 
hour (say two, p.m.), when the' sum of the two heats (tlie 
funded annual heat and the fresh increments of daily heat) 
reaches its maximum^ and the descending limb of the same 
arch from this hour to sunset—this ho explained entirely 
out of the sun’s daily revolution, which to him was, of 
course, no apparent motion, but a real one in the sun. It 
is truly amusing toThcar th(^ great man’s mfantine simplicity 
in describing the effects of the solar jouniey. The sun 
rises, it seems, in India; ^ and these poor Indians, roasted 
by whole nations at breakfast-time, arc then ii]) t(i their 
chins in water^^ whilst we thankless Westerns are taking 
“ tea and tojist ” at our ease. However, it is a long lane 
which has no turning ; and by noon the sun has driven so 
many stages away from India, that the poor creatures begin 
to come out of their rivers, and really find things tolerably 

* Which word India, it must bo rememberod, was liable to no 
such equivocation as it is now. India meant simply tlie land of tbe 
river Indus, i. e., all the territory lying eastw.nd of that river down to 
the mouths of the Ganges; and the Indians meant simply the Hindoos, 
or natives of Hindostan. Where<as, at present, we give a secondary 
sense to the word Indian, applying it to a race of savages in the New 
World, viz., to all the aboriginal natives of the American continent, 
and also to the aboriginal natives of all tlic islands scattered over the 
Pacific Ocean to the west of that continent; and all the islands in the 
Gulf of Mexico to the east of it. Standing confusion has thus been 
introduced into the acceptation of the word Indian; a confusion 
corresponding to that which besieged the ancient use of the term 
JSki/thtan, and, in a minor degree, tbe term Ethiopian. 

II 2 
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comfortable. India is now cooled down to a balmy Grecian 
temperature. “ All right behind ! ” as the mail-coach 
guards proclaim ; but not quite right ahead, when the sun 
is racing away over the boiling brains of the Ethiopians, 
Libyans, &c., and driving Jupiter-Ammon perfectly dis¬ 
tracted with his furnace. But when things are at the 
worst, the proverb assures us that they will mend. And 
for an early five o’clock dinner, Ethiopia finds that she has 
no great reason to complain. All civilized people are now 
cool and happy for the rest of the day. But, as to the 
woolly-headed rascals on the west coast of Africa, they 
“ catch it ” towards sunset, and “ no mistake.” Yet why 
trouble our heads about inconsiderable black fellows like 
them, who have been cool all day whil^ better men were 
melting away by pailfuls 1 And such is the history of a 
summer’s day in the heavens above and on the earth 
beneath. As to little Greece, she is but skirted by the sun, 
who keeps away far to the south ; thus she is maintained 
in a charming state of equilibrium by her fortunate position 
on the very frontier line of the fierce Boreas and the too 
voluptuous Notos, 

Meantime one effect follows from this transfer of the 
solar functions to the winds, which has not been remarked, 
—viz., that Herodotus has a double north ; one governed 
by the old noisy Boreas, another by the silent constellation 
Arktos. And the consequence of this fluctuating north, as 
might be guessed, is the want of any true north at all; 
for the twq^points of the wind and the constellation do not 
coincide, in the firsfr'place ; and secondly, the wind does not 
coi!icide with itself, but naturally traverses through a few 
points right and left. Next, the east also will be indeter¬ 
minate from a separate cause. Had Herodotus lived in a 
high northern latitude, there is no doubt that the ample 
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range of difference between the northerly points of rising in 
the summer and the southerly in winter, would have forced 
his attention upon the fact, that only at the equinox, vernal 
or autumnal, does the sun’s rising accurately coincide with 
the east. But in his Ionian climate, the deflections either 
way, to the north or to the south, were too inconsiderable 
to force themselves upon the eye ; and thus a more indeter¬ 
minate east would arise—never rigorously corrected, because 
requiring so moderate a correction. Now', a vague un¬ 
settled east, w'ouhl support a vague unsettled north. And, 
of course, tlirough wdiatever arch of variations either of 
these points vibrated, precisely upon that scale the west 
and the south would follow them. 

Thus arises, upon a simide and ejisy genesis, that condi¬ 
tion of the compass (to use the w'ord by anticipation) which 
must have tended to confuse the geographical system of 
Herodotus, and which does, in fact^ account for the else 
unaccountable obscurities in some of its leading features. 
These anomaTous features would, on their own account, have 
deserved notice ; but now, after this explanation, they will 
have a separate value of illustrated proofs in relation to the 
present article. No. I. 

II .—The Danube of Herodotus considered as a 
counterpole to the Nile. 

There is nothing more perjjlcxing to some of the many 
commentators on Herodotus than all w^hich he says of the 
river Danube : nor anything easier, under the preparation 
of the preceding article. The Danube, or, in the nomen¬ 
clature of Herodotus, the Tslros, is described as being in 
all respects €k Trapa\ki]X.ov, by which we must understand 
corresponding rigorously, yet antistrophically* (as the Greeks 
express it), similar angles, similar dimensions, but in an 
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inverse order, to the Egyptian Nile. The Nile, in its most 
easterly section, flows from south to north. Consequently 
the Danube, by the rule of parallelism^ ought to flow 
through a corresponding section from north to south. But, 
say the commentators, it does not. Now, verbally they 
might seem wrong ; but substantially, as regards the justi¬ 
fication of Herodotus, they are right. Our business, how¬ 
ever, is not to justify Herodotus, but to explain him. 
Undoubtedly there is a point, about one hundred and fifty 
miles east of Vienna, where the Danube descends almost 
due south for a space of three hundred miles ; and this is 
a very memorable reach of the river ; for somewhere within 
that long corridor of land which lies between itself (this 
Danube section), and a direct parallel, section equally 
long, of the Hungarian river I’lieiss, once lay, in the fifth 
century, the royal city or eneninpmcnt of Attila. Gibbon 
placed the city in the northern part of this corridor (or, 
strictly speaking, this Mesopotamia), consequently about 
two hundred miles to the east of Vienna ; bfit others, and 
espe<Sally Hungarian writers, better acquainted by personal 
examination with tlie ground, remove it to one hundred and 
fifty miles more to the south ; that is, to the centre of the 
corridor (or gallery of land margined by the two rivers). 
Now, undoubtedly, except along the margin of this Attila’s 
corridor, there is no considerable section of the Danube 
which flows southward : and this will not answer the 
postulates of Herodotus. Generally si)eaking, the Danube 
holds a headfong course to the east. Undoubteilly this 
must be granted : tyjd so far it might seem hopeless to 
seek for that kind of parallelism to the Nile which Hero¬ 
dotus asserts. But the question for us does not concern 
what is or thpn was —the question is solely about what 
Herodotus can be shown to have meant. And here comes 
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in, seasonably and serviceably, that vagueness as to the 
points of the compass which we have explained in the 
preceding article. This, connected with the positive 
assertion of Herodotus as to an inverse correspondency 
with the Nile (north and south, therefore, as the anti- 
strophe to south and north), would place beyond a doubt 
the creed of Herodotus—which is the question that con¬ 
cerns tis. And vice versd, this creed of Herodotus as to the 
course of the Danube, in its main latter section when 
approaching the Euxine Sea, reacts to confirm all wc have 
said, proprio maHe^ on the indeterminate articulation of 
the Ionian compass then current. Here we have at once 
the d priori reasons making it probable that Herodotus 
would have a vagrant compass; secondly, many separate 
instances confirming this probability; thirdly, the particular 
instance of the Danube, as antistrophizing with the Nile', 
not reconcilable with any other principle ; and fourthly, 
the following independent demonstration, that the Ionian 
compass must have been confused in its leading divisions. 
Mark, reader, Herodotus terminalfcs his account of the 
Danube and its course, by affirming that this mighty river 
enters the Euxine—at what point ? Opposite, says he, to 
Sinope. Could that have been imagined 1 Sinope, being 
a Greek settlement in a region where such settlements were 
rare, was notorious to all the world as the flourishing em¬ 
porium, on the south shore of the Black Sea, for a civilized 
people, literally hmtled by barbarians. Consequently—and 
this is a point to which all commentators alike are blind— 
the Danube of Herodotus descends upon the Euxine in a line 
running due south. Else, we demand, how could it antistro- 
phize with the Nile Else, we demand, how could it lie right 
over against the Sinope ? Else, we demand, how could it 
make that right-angle bend to the west in the earlier section 
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of its course, which is presupposed in its perfect analogy to 
the Nile of Herodotus ? If already it were lying east and 
west in that lower part of its course which approaches the 
Euxine, what occasion could it offer for a right-angle turn, 
or for any turn at all—^what possibility for any angle 
whatever between this lower reach and that superior reach 
so confessedly running eastward, according to all accounts 
of its derivation % 

For as respects the Nile, by way of close to this article, 
it remains to inform the reader—that Herodotus had evi¬ 
dently met in Upper Egypt slaves or captives in war from 
the regions of Soudan, Tombiictoo, &c. This is the opinion 
of RcTmoll, of Browne the visitor of the Ammonian Oasis, 
and many other i)rincipal authorities ; and for a rea&on 
which wo always regard with more respect, though it were 
the weakest of I’casons, than all the authorities of this 
world clubbed together. And this reason was the coinci¬ 
dence of what Herodotus ri'ports, with the truth of facts 
first ascertained thousands of years later. These slaves, or 
some people from tliosc quarters, had told him of a vast 
river lying cast .and west, of course the Niger, but (as he 
and they supposed) a superior section of the Nile; and, 
therefore, by geometrical necessity, falling at right angles 
upon that other .section of the Nile, so familiar to himself, 
lying south and north. Hence .arose a faith (that is to say, 
not primarily hence, but hence in combination with a previous 
construction existing in his mind for the geometry of the 
Danube), that the two rivers Danube and Nile had a mystic 
relation as arctic and antarctic powers over man. Hero¬ 
dotus had been tauglit to figure the Danube as a stream of 
two main inclinations—an upper section rising in the extreme 
west of Europe, whence he travelled with the arrow’s flight 
due east in search of his wife the Euxine ; but somew'here in 
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the middle of bis cotirse, hearing that* her dwelling lay far 
to the south, and having then completed his distance in 
longitude, afterwards he ran down his latitude with the 
headlong precipitation of a lover, and suqirised the bride 
due north from Sinope. This construction it was of the 
Danube’s course which subsequently, upon his hearing of a 
corresponding western limb for the Nile, led him to per¬ 
ceive the completion of that analogy between the two rivers, 
its absolute perfection, which already he had partially sus¬ 
pected. Their very figurations now appeared to relleot and 
repeat each other in solemn mimicry, as previously he had 
discovered the mimical coiTcspoudencc of tlicir functions; 
for this latter doctrine had bc'cn revealed to him by the 
Egyptian jiriests, the then chief depositaries of Egyptian 
learning. They had informed him, and evidently had per¬ 
suaded him, that already more than once the sun had gone 
round to the region of Europe; pursuing his diurnal arch 
as far to the north of Greece as now he did to tljo south-; 
and carrying in his equipage all tlic clianges of every kind 
which were required to make Scythia an Egypt, and conse¬ 
quently to make the Istros a Nile. The same annual 
swelling then filled the chaniud of the Danube, wOiicli at 
present gladdens the Nile. The same luxuritincc of vegctfir 
tion succeeded as a dowry to the guy summer-land of Trans- 
Euxine and Para-Danuhian Europe, whicli for thousands of 
years had seemed the peculiar heritage of Egypt. Old 
Boreas —wo are glad of tliat—was recjuired to pack up 
“ his alls,” and be off; his new business w^as to plague the 
black rascals, and to bake them wi^h hoar-frost; wljich 
must have caused them to shake their ears in some asto¬ 
nishment for a few centurieSJ until they got used to it. 
Whereas “ the sweet south wind ” of the Ancient Mariner, 
leaving Africa, pursued “ the mariner’s holloa,” all over the 
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Euxine and tha Palm Mceotis. The "Danube, in short, 
became the Nile in another zone ; and the same deadly 
curiosity haunted its fountains. But all in vain : nobody 
would reach the fountains; particularly as there would bo 
another arm, El-Abiad or white river. 

We are sorry that Herodotus should have been so vague 
and uncircumstantial in his account of these vicissitudes; 
since it is pretty evident to any man who reflects on the 
case—that, had he pursued the train of changes inevitable 
to Egypt under the one single revolution affecting the Nile 
itself as a slime-depositing river, his judicious intellect would 
soon have desci-ied the obliteration of the whole Egyptian 
valley [elsewhere ho himself calls that valley twpov rov 
NciA-on—a gift of the Nile], consequently the obliteration 
of the people, consequently the immemorial extinction of 
all those records—or, if they were p«>storior to the last re¬ 
volution in favour of Egypt, at any rate of the one record 
—which could have transmitted the memory of such an 
astonishing transfer. Meantime the reader is now in pos¬ 
session of the whole theory contemplated by Herodotus. 
It was no mere lusus natures that the one river repeated 
the other, and, as it were, mocked the other in form and 
geographical relations. It was no joke that lurked under 
that mask of resemblance. Each was the other alternately. 
It was the case of Castor and Pollux, one brother rising 
as the other set. The Danube could always comfort him¬ 
self with the idea—that he was the Nile “ electthe 
other, or provisional Nile, only “ continuing to hold the 
seals until his successor should be installed in office.” The 
Nile, in fact, appears to have the best of it in our time ; 
but then there is * “ a braw^time coming,” and, after all, 
swelling as he is with annual conceit, father Nile, in parlia¬ 
mentary phrase, is but the “warming-pan” for the Danube; 
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keeping the office warm for him. A new administration is 
formed, and out he goes bag and baggage. 

It is less important, however, for us, though far more so 
for the two rivers, to speculate on the reversion of their final 
prospects, than upon the jiresent symbols of* this reversion 
in the unity of their forms. That is, it less» concerns us 
to deduce the harmony of their functions from the har¬ 
mony of their geographical courses, tlian to abide by the 
inverse argument—that, where the former harmony was so 
loudly inferred from the latter, at any rate, that fact will 
demonstrate the existence of the latter harmony in the 
judgment and faith of Herodotus. He could not possibly 
have insisted on the finalogy between tlie two channels 
geographically, as good in logic for authenticating a secret 
and prophetic analogy between their alternating offices, but 
that at least he must firmly have believed in the first of 
these analogies—as already existing and open to the veri¬ 
fication of the liTiman eye. The second or ulterior analogy 
might be false, and yet affect only its own separate credit, 
wLilst the fiilsehood of the first was ruinous to the credit 
of both. Whence it is evident that of the two resemblances 
in form and function, the resemblance in form was the least 
disputable of the two for Herodotus. 

This argument, and the others which we have indicated, 
and amongst those others, above all, the position of the 
Danube’s mouths right over against a city situated as was 
Sinope— i.e., not doubtfully emerging from either flank of 
the Euxine, west or cast, but broadly and almost centrally • 
planted on the southern basis of that oea—we offer as a 
body of demonstrative proof, that, to the mature faith of 
Herodotus, the Danube or Istros ran north and south in 
its Euxine section, and that its right-angled section ran 
west and east—a very important element towards the true 

T—VIIT. 
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Europe of Herodotus, which, as we contend, has not yet been 
justly conceived or figured by his geographical commentators. 

Til.—On the Africa of Herodotus. 

There is an amusing blunder on this subject committed 
by Major Rennell. How often do we hear people com¬ 
menting on the Scriptures, and raising up aerial edifices of 
argument, in which eveiy iota of the logic rests, uncon¬ 
sciously to themselves, upon the accidental words of the 
English version, and melts away when applied to the ori¬ 
ginal text; so that, in fact, the whole has no more strength 
'than if it were built upon a pun or an equivoque. Such is 
the blunder of the excellent Major. And it is not timidly 
expressed. At p. 410, Geog. Hist, of Herodotus^ he thus 
delivers himself:—“ Although the term Lybia ” (thus does 
Rennell always spell it, instead of Libya —a most unscholar- 
liko blunder, but most pardonable in one so honestly pro¬ 
fessing to be no Greek scholar) “ is occasionally used by 
Herodotus as synonymous to Africa (especially in Melpom., 
&c. &c.), yet it is almost exclusively applied to that part 
bordering on the Mediterranean Sea between the Greater. 
Syrtis and Egyptand he concludes the paragraph thus : 
—So that Africa, and not Lybia, is the term generally 
employed by Herodotus.” We stared on reading these 
wofds, as Aladdin stared when he found his palace missing, 
and the old thief, who had bought his lamp, trotting off 
with it on his back far beyond the bills of mortality. 
Naturally we concluded that it was ourselves who must be 
dreaming, andr not the Major ; so, taking a bed-candle, off 
we marched to bed. But the next morning, air clear and 
frosty, ourselves as sagacious as a grey-hound, we pounced 
at first sight on the self-same words. Thus, after all, it 
was the conceit mantling in our brain (of being in that in- 
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stance a cuf above the Major), which turned out to be the 
sober truth ; and our modesty, our sobriety of mind, it was 
which turned out a windy tympany. Certainly, said we, if 
this be so, and that the word Africa is really standing in 
Herodotus, then it must bo like that secret island called 
EA^co, lying in some Egyptian lake, which was reported to 
Herodotus as having concealed itself from human eyes for 
five hundred and four years—a capital place it must have 
been against duns and the sheriff ; for it was an English 
mile in diameter, and yet no man could see it until a fugi¬ 
tive king, happening to be hard pressed in the rear, dived 
into the water, and came up to the light in the good little 
island; where he lived happily for fifty years, and every 
day got bousy as a piper, in spite of all his enemies, who 
were roaming about the lake night and day to catch his 
most gracious majesty. He was king, at least, of Elbo, if 
he had no particular subjects but himself, as Nap was in 
our days of Elba ; and perhaps both were less plagued with 
rebels than when sitting on the ampler thrones of Egypt 
and Franee. But surely the good Major must have dreamed 
a dream about this word Africa ; for how would it look in 
Ionic Greek— A<f>pLKr] ? Did any man ever see such a 
word ? However, let not the reader believe that we are 
triumphing meanly in the advantage of our Greek. Mdton, 
in one of his controversial works, exposing an insolent 
antagonist who pretended to a knowledge of Hebrew, which, 
in fact, he had not, remarks that the man must be ignoble, 
whoever he were, that would catch at a spurious credit, 
though it were but from a language which really he did 
not understand. But so far was Major Bennell from doing 
this, that, when no call upon him existed for saying one 
word upon the subject, frankly he volunteered a confession 
tu all the world—that Greek he had none. The marvel is 
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the greater that, as Saunderson, blind from his infancy, was 
the best lecturer on colours early in the eighteenth century, 
BO by far the best commentator on the "Greek Herodotus 
has proved to be a military man, who knew nothing.at all of 
Greek. Yet mark the excellence of upright dealing. Had 
Major Rcnncll pretended to Greek, were it but as much as 
went to the spelling of the word Africa, here was he a lost 
man. Blackwood's Magazine would now have exposed 
him. ■ Whereas, things being as they are, we respect him 
and admire him sincerely. And, as to his wanting this one 
accomplishment, every man wants some. We ourselves 
can neither dance a hornpipe nor whistle Jim Crow,* with¬ 
out driving the whole musical world into black despair. 

Africa, meantime, is a word imported into Herodotus by 
Mr. Bcloe ; whose name, we have been given to understand, 
was pronounced like that of our old domesticated friend 
the bellows, shorn of the s ; and whose translation, judging 
from such extracts as we have seen in books, may be better 
than Littlebury’s ; but, if so, we should bo driven into a 
mournful opinion of Mr. Littlobury. Strange that nearly 
all the classics, Roman as well as Greek, should be so 
meanly represented by their English reproducers. The 
French translators, it ‘is true, arc worse as a body. * But 
in this particular instance’of Herodotus they have a re¬ 
spectable translator. Larcher read Greek sufficiently j and 
was as much master of his author’s peculiar learning as 
any one general commentator that can be mentioned. ^ 

But Africa the thing, not Africa the name, is that which 
puzzles all students of Herodotus, as, indeed, no little it 
puzzled Herodotus himself. Rennell makes one difficulty 
where, in fact, there is none; viz., that sometimes Hero- 

* Jim Crow — whicli political air, at the time when this was 
written, every other man did (or could) whistle. 
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dotus refers Egypt to Libya, and sometimes refuses to do so. 
But in this there is no inconsistency, and no forgetfulness. 
Herodotus wisely adopted the excellent rule of “ thinking 
with the learned, and talking with the people.” Having 
once firmly explained his reasons for holding Egypt to be 
neither an Asiatic nor an African region, but the neutral 
frontier artificially created by the Nile, as, in short, a long 
corridor of separation between Asia and Africa ; thus having, 
once for all, borne witness to the truth, afterwards, and 
generally, he is too little of a pedant to make war upon 
current forms of speech. What is the use of drawing off 
men’s attention, in questions about thlngSj by impertinent 
revisions of diction or by alien theories 1 Some people 
have made it a question—Whether Great Bjitain were not 
extra-European ? and the island of Candia is generally as¬ 
sumed to be so. Some lg,wyers also (nay, some courts of 
justice) have entertained the question—Whether a man 
could be held related to his own mother 1 Not as though 
too remotely related, but as too nearly, and, in fact, absorbed 
within the lunar beams. Permit us to improve upon this 
by asking—Ts a man related to himself ? Yet, in all such 
cases, the publicist—the geographer—the lawyer, continue to 
talk as other people do ] and, assuredly, the lawyer would 
regard a witness as perjured who should say, in speaking 
of a woman notoriously his mother, “ Oh ! I do assure you, 
sir, the woman is no relation of mine.” The world of that 
day (and, indeed, it is not much more candid even now) 
would have it that Libya comprehended Egypt; and Hero¬ 
dotus, like the wise man that he was, having once or twice 
lodged his protest against that idea, th%u replies to the 
worldVery well, if you say so, it is so precisely as 
Petruchio’s wife, to soothe her mad husband, agrees that the 
sun is the moon j and, back again, that it is not the moon. 
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Here there is no real difficulty; for the arguments of 
Herodotus are of two separate classes, and both too strong 
to leave any doubt that his private opinion never varied by 
a hairVbreadth on this question. And it was a question 
far from verbal, of which any man may convince himself 
by reflecting on the disputes, at different periods, with 
regard to Macedon (both Macedon the original germ, and 
Macedonia the expanded kingdom) as a claimant of co¬ 
membership in the household of Greece ; or on the disputes, 
more angry if less scornful, between Carthiige and Cyrene 
as to the true limits between this dissyllabic* daughter of Tyre 
and the trisyllabic daughter of Greece. The very colour of 
the soil in Egypt—the rich black loam, precipitated by the 
creative rivci—already symbolized to Herodotus the deep 
repulsion lying between Egypt on the one side, and Libya, 
where all was red ; between Egyj^t on the one side, and Asia, 
where all was calcined into white sand. And, as to the name, 
docs not the reader catch still using the word “ Africa” 
instead of Libya, after all our sparring against that word as 
scarcely known by possibility to -Herodotus ? 

But, beyond this controversy as to the true marches or 
frontier lines of the two great continents in common— 
Asia and Africa—there was another and a more grave one 
as to the size, shape, and limitations of Africa in particular. 
It is true that both Europe and Asia were imperfectly 
defined for Herodotus. But he fancied otherwise ; for them 
he could trace a vague, rambling outline. Not so for 
Africa, unless a great event in Egyptian records were 
adopted for trif§. .This was the voyage of circumnavigation 
accomplished under the orders of Pharaoh Necho. . Dis-. 

* the Greek name for Carthage, is certainly more than 

dissyllabic, but we speak of the English names. 



PHILOSOPHY OF HERODOTUS. 


199 


allowing this earliest recorded Pei'iplusj then no man could 
say of Africa whether it were a large island or a boundless 
continent having no outline traceable by man, or (which, 
doubtless, would have been the favourite creed) whether it 
were not a technical akte such as Asia Minor; that is, not 
a peninsula like the Peloponnesus, or the tongues of land 
near mount Athos—^bec^e in that case the idea required 
a narrow neck or isthmus at the iioint of junction with the 
adjacent continent—but a square, tubular plate of ground, 
“ a block of groimd” (as the Aiiicrieans say) ha* uig tlireo 
sides washed by some sea, but a fourth side absolutely 
untouched by any sea whatever. On this W'ord al-te, as a 
term but recentl 3 '' drawn out of obsciiiity, we may say a 
v^ord or two elsewhere ; at present wo proceed with the 
great African Periplus. We, like the rest of this world, 
licld that to be a pure fable, so long as w'c had never 
anxiously studied the ancient geography, and consequently 
had never meditated on the circumstances of this story 
under the light of that geography, or of the current astro¬ 
nomy. But we have since gi’catly changed our opinion. 
And, though it would not have shaken that opinion to find 
Reiinell dissenting, undoubtedly it much strengthened our 
opinion to find so cautious a judge concurring. Perhaps 
the veiy strongest argument in favour of the voyage, if we 
speak of any single argument, is that wliich Keunell insists 
on—namely, the sole circumstance reported by the voyagers 
which Herodotus pronounced incredible, viz., the assertion 
that in one part of it they had the sun on the right hand. 
And as we have always found young students al a loss for 
the meaning of that expression, since naturally it struck 
•them that a man might bring the sun at any place on either 
hand, or on neither, w'e will stop for one moment to explain, 
for the use of such youthful readers, that, as in military 
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descriptions, you are always presumed to look d&wn the 
current of a river, so that the “ right” bank of the Rhine, 
for instance, is always to a soldier the German bank, the 
“ left” always, in a military sense, the French bank, in 
contempt of the traveller’s position; so, in speaking of the 
sun, you are presumed to place your back to the east, and 
to accompany him on his daily rqjjte. In that position it 
will be impossible for a man in our latitudes to bring the 
sun on his right shoulder, since the sun never even rises to 
be vertically over his head. First, when the man goes south 
so far as to enter the northern tropic, would such a phenome¬ 
non be possible; and if ho persisted in going beyond the 
equator and southern tropic, then he would find all things 
inverted as regards our liemisphere. Then he would find it 
as impossible, when moving concurrently with the sun, mt 
to have the sun on his right hand, as with us to realize that 
phenomenon. Now, it is very clear, that if the Egyptian 
voyagers did actually double the Cape of Good Hope so far 
to the south of the equator, then, by mere necessity, this 
inexplicable phenomenon (for to them it tvas inexplicable) 
would pursue them for months in succession. Here is the 
point in this argument which we would press on the reader’s 
consideration ; and, inadvertently, Rennell has omitted this 
aspect of the argument altogether. To Herodotus, as we 
have seen, it was so absolutely incredible a romance, that 
he rejected it summarily. And why not, therefore, go the 
entire length, and reject the total voyage, when thus in his 
view partially discredited 1 That question recalls us to the 
certainty that there,must have been other proofs, indepen¬ 
dent of this striking allegation, too strong to allow of 
scepticism in this wise man’s mind. He fancied (and with* 
his theory of the heavens, in which there was no equator, no 
central limit, no province .of equal tropics on either hand of 
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that limit, could he have done otherwise than fancy ?) that 
Jack, after his long voj^age, having then no tobacco for his 
recreation, and no grog, took out his allowance in the shape 
of wonder-making. He bounced” a little, he “ Cretized 
and who could be angry 1 And laughable it is to reflect, 
that, like the poor credulous mother, who listened compla¬ 
cently to her sea-faring son whilst using a Siubfid’s license 
of romancing, but gravely reproved him for the sin of 
untnith when he told her of flying fish, or some other 
simple zoological fact—so Herodotus would have made 
careful memoranda of this Egyptian voyage had it told of 
men “ whose heads do grow beneath their shoulders” 
(since, if he himself doubted about the one-eyed Arimas- 
pians, he yet thought the legend entitled to a report), but 
scouted with all his energy the one great truth of the Pa i- 
plusj and eternal monument of its reality, as a fable too 
monstrous for toleration. On the other hand, for us, who 
know its truth, and how inevadibly it must have haunted 
for months the Egyptians in the face of all their previous 
impressions, it ought to stand for an argument, strong “ as 
proofs of holy wi’it,” that the voyage did really take place. 
There is exactly one possibility, but a very slight one, that 
this truth might have been otherwise learned—learned inde¬ 
pendently ; and that is, from the chance that those same 
Africans of the interior who had truly reported the Niger 
to Herodotus (though erroneously as a section of the Nile), 
might simultaneously have reported the phenomena of the 
sun’s course. But we reply to that possible suggestion— 
that, in fact, it could scarcely have happened. Many other 
remarkable phenomena of Nigritia had not been reported; 


* “All the Cretans are liara”—old Mediterranean proverb—Kpi^rcs 
aet ^evarai. 
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or had been dropped out of the record as idle or worthless. 
Secondly, as slaves they would have obtained little credit, 
except when falling in with a previous idea or heli^. 
Thirdly, none of these men would be derived from any 
place to the south of the line, still less south of the southern 
tropic. Generally they would belong to the northern tropic : 
and (that being premised) what would have been the true 
form of the report 1 Not that they had the sun on the right 
hand; but that sometimes he was directly vertical, some¬ 
times on the left hand, sometimes on the right. “ What, ye 
black villains ! The sun, that never was known to change, 
unless when he reeled a little at seeing the anthropophagous 
banquet of Tliyestes ,—he to dance cotillions in this absurd 
way up and down the heavens,—why, crucifixion is too 
light a punishment for such insults to Apollo,”—so would 
a Greek have spoken. And, at least, if the report had 
survived at all, it would have been in this shape—as the 
report of an uncertain movement in the African sun. 

But as a regular nautical report made to the Pharaoh of 
the day, as an eflract from the log-book, for this reason it 
must be received as unanswerable evidence, as an argument 
that never can be surmounted on behalf of the voyage, that 
it contradicted all theories whatsoever—Greek no less than 
Egyptian—and was irreconcilable with all systems that the 
wit of men had yet devised [viz., two centuries before 
Herodotus] for explaining the solar motions. Upon this 
logic we will take our stjind. Here is the stronghold, the 
citadel, of the truth. Many a thing has been fabled, many 
a thing careful^ passed down by tradition as a fact of 
absolute experience, simply because it fell in with some pre¬ 
vious fancy or prejudice of men. And even Baron Mun¬ 
chausen’s amusing falsehoods, if examined by a logician, 
will uniformly be found squared or adjusted—not, indeed, 
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to a belief, but to a whimsical sort of plausibility, that re¬ 
conciles the mind to the extravagance for the single instant 

t 

that is required. If he drives up a hill of snow, and next 
morning finds his horse and gig Ininging from the top of a 
church steeple, the monstrous fiction is still countenanced 
by the sudden thaw that had taken place in the night-time, 
and so far physically possible as to be removed beyond the 
limits of magic. And the very disgust, which revolts us in 
a supplement to the baron, that we remember to have seen, 
arises from the neglect of those smooth plausibilities. We 
are there summoned to believe blank impossibilities, with¬ 
out a particle of the baron’s most ingenious and winning 
speciousness of preparation. The baron candidly admits 
the impossibility ; faces it; regrets it for the sake of truth: 
but a fact is a fact; and he puts it to our equity—whether 
we also have not met with strange events. And never in 
a single instance docs the baron build upwards, without a 
massy foundation of specious physical plausibility. Whereas 
the fiction, if it had been a fiction, rccor^d by Herodotus, 
is precisely of that order which must have roused the m- 
credulus odi in the fulness of perfection. Neither in the 
wisdom of man, nor in his follies, was their one rcsourc^e 
for mitigating the disgust which would have pursued it. 
This powerful reason for believing the main fact of the 
circumnavigation—let the reader, courteous or not, if he 
is but the logical reader, condescend to balance in his 
judgment. 

Other arguments, only less strong on behalf of the voy¬ 
age, we will not here notice—except this one, most 
reasonably urged by Eennell, from his piculiar familiarity, 
even in that day (1799), with the currents and the preva¬ 
lent winds of the Indian ocean ; viz., that such a circum¬ 
navigation of Africa was almost sure to prosper if commenced 
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from the Red Sea (as it was), along the ead coast of 
Africa, and even more sure to fail if taken in the inverse 
order; that is to say, through the Straits of Gibraltar, and 
SO down the western shore of Africa. Tn that order, which 
was peculiarly tempting for two reasons to the Cartha¬ 
ginian "Sailor or Phoenician, Rennell has shown how all the 
currents, the momoons, &c., would baffle the navigator \ 
whilst, taken in the opposite series, they might easily co¬ 
operate with tlie bold enterpriser, so as to waft him, if once 
starting at a proper season, almost to the Cape, before (to 
use Sir Bingo Binks’s phrase) he could say dumpling. 
Accordingly, a Persian nobleman of high rank, having been 
allowed to commute his sentence of capital punishment for 
that of sailing round Africa, did actually fail from the cause 
developed by Rennell. Naturally he had a Phoenician crew, 
as the king’s best nautical subjects. Naturally they pre¬ 
ferred the false route by Gibraltar. Naturally they failed. 
And the nobleman, returning from transportation before his 
time, as well as re infeetd^ waS executed. 

But (ah, villanous word !) some ugly objector puts in his 
oar, and demands to know—why, if so vast an event had- 
ac-tually occurred, it could have ever been forgotten, or at 
all have faded ? to this we answer briefly, what properly 
ought to form a separate section in our notice of Herodotus. 
The event was 7iot so vast as we, with our present know¬ 
ledge of Africa, should regard it. 

This is a very interesting aspect of the subject. We 
laugh long and loud when we hear Des Cartes (great man 
as he was) laying it down amongst' the golden rules for 
guiding his studicjl, that he would guard himself against aU 
“prejudices;” because we know that when a prejudice of 
any class whatever is seen as such, when it is recognised 
for a prejudice, from that moment it ceases to he a preju- 
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dice. Those are the true baffling prejudices for man, which 
lie never suspects for prejudices. How widely, from the 
truisms of experience, could we illustrate this truth ! But we 
abstain. We content ourselves with this case. Even Major 
Rennell, starting semi-consciously from his own previous 
knowledge (the fruit of researches pursued through many 
centuries after Herodotus), lays down an Africa at least ten 
times too great for meeting the Greek idea. Unavoidably 
Herodotus knew the Mediterranean dimensions of Africa ; 
else he would have figured it to himself as an island, equal 
perhaps to Greece, Macedon, and Thrace. As it was, theie 
is no doubt to us, from many indications, that the Libya of 
Herodotus, after all, did not exceed the total bulk of Asia 
Minor carried eastwards to the Tigris. But there is not 
such an awful corrupter of truth in the whole world—there 
is not such an unconquerable enslaver of men’s minds, as 
the blind instinct by which they yield to tlio ancient root- 
bound trebly-anchored prejudications of their childhood and 
original belief. Misconceive us not, reader. We do not 
mean that, having learned such and such doctrines, after¬ 
wards they cling to them by aflcction. Not at all. Wo 
mean that, duped by a word and the associations clinging 
to it, they cleave to certain notions, not from any partiality 
to them, but because this pre-occupation intercepts the very 
earliest dawn of' a possible conception or conjecture in the 
opposite direction. The most tremendous error in human 
annals is of that order. It has existed for seventeen cen¬ 
turies in strength ; and is pot extinct, though public in its 
action, as upon another occasion "(ve •shall show. In this 
case of Africa, it was n^ that men resist«d the tnith ac¬ 
cording to the ordinary notion of a “prejudice;” it was 
that every commentator in succession upon Herodotus, 
coming to the Case with the fullest knowledge that Africa 
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was a vast continent, ranging far and wide in both hemi¬ 
spheres, unconsciously slipped into the feeling, that this 
had always been the belief of men ; possibly some might a 
little fall short of the true estimate, some a little exceed it ; 
but that, on the whole, it was at least as truly figured to 
men’s minds as either of the two other continents. Accord¬ 
ingly, one and all have presumed a bulk for the Libya of 
Herodotus absolutely at war with the whole indications. 
And, if they had once again read Herodotus under the 
guiding light furnished by a blank denial of this notion, 
they would have found a meaning in many a word of Hero¬ 
dotus, such as they never suspected whilst trying it only 
from one side. In this blind submission to a prejudice of 
words and clustering associations, Rennell also shares. 

It will be retorted, however, that the long time allowed 
by Herodotus for the voyage argues a corresponding ampli¬ 
tude of dimensions. Doubtless a time upwards of two 
years, is long for a modern Periplus^ even of that vast con¬ 
tinent. But Herodotus knew nothing of monsoons, or 
trade-winds, or cuiTCuts : he allowed nothing for these 
accelerating forces, which were enormous, though allowing 
fully [could any Greek have neglected to allow ?] for all the 
retarding forces. Daily advances of thirty-three miles at 
most; nightly reposes, of necessity to men without the com¬ 
pass ; above all, a coasting navigation, searching (if it were 
only for water) eveiy nook and inlet, bay, and river’s 
mouth, except only where the winds or currents might 
violently sweep them past these, objects. Then wo are to 
allow for a long stay on the shore of Western Africa, for 
Uici .sake of reaping, or getting r^ed by natives, a wheat 
harvest—a fact which strengthens the probability of the 
voyage, but diminishes the disposable time which Herodotus 
would use as the exponent of the space. We must remember 
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the want of saik aloft in ancient vessels, the awkwardness 
of their build for fast sailing, and, above all, their cautious 
policy of never tempting the deep, unless when the ^dnd 
would not be denied. And, in the meant^e, all the com¬ 
pensatory forces of air and water, so utterly unsuspected by 
Herodotus, we must subtract from his final summation of 
the effective motion, leaving for the actual measure of the 
sailing, as inferred by Herodotus—consequently for the 
measure of the virtual time, consequently of the African 
space, as only to be collected from the time so corrected— 
a veiy small proportion indeed, compared with the results 
of a similar voyage, even by the Portuguese, about a.d. 
1500. To Herodotus we are satisfied that Libya (disarm¬ 
ing it of its power over the world’s mind, in the pompous 
name of Africa) was not bigger than the true Arnbia, or 
even Spain, as known to ourselves. 

And hence, also, by a natural result, the obliteration of 
this Periplus from the minds of men. It accomplished no 
great service as men judged. It put a zone about a large 
region undoubtedly; but what sort of a region ? A mere 
worthless wilderness, here dedicated by the gods 

to wild beasts, there o/x/awSt^s, trackless from sands, and 
everywhere fountainless, arid, scorched (as they believed) in 
the interior. Subtract Egypt, as not being part, and to the 
world of civilisation at that time Africa must have seemed 
a worthless desert, except for Gyrene and Carthage, its two 
choice gardens, already occupied by Phoeniciaiis and Greeks. 
This, by the way, suggests a now consideration, viz., that 
even the Mediterranean extent of Afwca must have been 
unknown to Herodotus—^sinee all beyond Carthage, as 
Mauritania, &c., would wind up into a small inconsiderable 
tract, as being dUpuncted by no great states or colonies. 

Therefore it was that this most interesting of all circun:- 
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navigations at the present day did virtually and could not 
but perish as a vivid record. It measured a region which 
touched no man’s prosperity. It recorded a discovery for 
which there was no permanent appreciator. A case exists 
at this moment, in London, precisely parallel. There is a 
chart of New Holland still preserved among the KCLixTjXia 
of the British Museum, which exhibits a Periplus of that 
vast region, from some navigator, almost by three centuries 
prior to Captain Cook. A rude outline of Cook’s labours 
in that section had been anticipated at a time when it was 
not wanted. Nobody cared about it : value it had none, 
or interest; and it was utterly forgotten. That it did not 
also perish in the literal sense, as well as in spirit, was 
owing to an accident. 

IV .—The Geograpliroid Aktk of Greece. 

'We had intended to transfer, for the use of our readers, 
the diagram imagined by Niebulir in illustration of this 
idea. But our growing exorbitance from our limits warns 
us to desist. Two points only we shall notice :—1. That 
Niebuhr—not the traveller, as might have been expected, 
but his son, the philosophic historian—first threw light on 
this idea, which had puzzled multitudes of honest men. 
Here we see the same singularity as in the case of Rennell; 
in that instance a man without a particle of Greek 
“ whipi^cd ” (to speak Kentuckice) whole crowds of drones 
who had more Greek than they could turn to any good 
account. And^ in the other instance, we see a sedentary 
scholar, travelling chiefly between his study and his bed¬ 
room, doing the work that properly belonged to active tra¬ 
vellers. 2. Though we have already given one illustration 
of an Akte in Asia Minor, it may be well to mculion as 
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another, the vast region of Arabia. In fact, to Herodotus 
the tract of Arabia and Syria, on the one hand, made up 
one aktd (the southern) for the Persian empire ; Asia Minor, 
with part of Armenia, made up another aktd (the western) 
for the same empire; the two being at right angles,' and 
both abutting on imaginary lines drawn from different points 
of the Euphrates. 

V .—Chronology of Herodotus. 

The commentator of Herodotus, who enjoys the reputa¬ 
tion of having best unfolded his chronology, is the French 
Pi'esident Bouhier. We cannot say that this opinion co¬ 
incides with our own. There is a lamentable imbecility in 
all the chronological commentators of two opposite tenden¬ 
cies. Either they fall into that folly of drivelling infi¬ 
delity, which shivers at every fresh revelation of geology, 
and every fresh romance of fabulous chronology, as fatal to 
religious truths ; or, with wiser feelings but equal silliness, 
they seek to protect Christianity by feeble parryings, from 
a danger which exists only for those who never had any 
rational principles of faith ; as if the mighty spiritual 
power of Christianity were to be thrown upon her defence, 
as often as any old woman’s legend from Hindostan (see 
Bailly’s Astronomie), or from Egypt (see the whole series 
of chronological commentators on Herodotus), became im¬ 
measurably extravagant, and exactly in proportion to that 
extravagance. Amongst these latter chronologcrs, perhaps 
Larchcr is the most false and treacherous. Ho affects a 
tragical start as often as he rehearses the traditions of the 
Egyptian priests, and assumes a holy shuddering. ‘‘Eli 
quoi ! Ce seroit done ces gens-lk, qui auroient os(^ insnlter h 
notre sainte religion !” But, all the while, beneath his 

i2 
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mask the reader can perceive, not obscurely, a perfidious 
smile ; as on the face of some indulgent mother, who affects 
to menace with her hand some favourite child at a distance, 
whilst the present subject of a stranger’s complaint, but, in 
fact, ill disguises her foolish applause to its petulance. 

Two remarks only we shall allow ourselves upon this ex¬ 
tensive theme, which, if once entered in good earnest, would 
go on to a length more than commensurate with all the rest 
of our discussion. 

1. The three hundred and thirty kings of Egypt, who 
were interposed by the Egyptian priests, between the end¬ 
less dynasty of the gods, and the pretty long dynasty of 
real kings (the Shepherds, the Pharaohs, &c.), are upon 
this argument to be objected as mere unmeaning fictions, 
viz., that they did nothing. This argument is reported as 
a fact {not as an argument of rejection), Ijy Herodotus him¬ 
self, and reported from the volunteer testimony of the priests 
themselves; so that the authority for the number of kings 
is also the authority for tlicir inertia. Can there bo better 
proof needed, that they were men of straw, got up to colour 
the legend of a prodigious antiquity ? The reign of the 
gods was felt to be somewhat equivocal, as susceptible of 
allegoric explanations. So this long human dynasty is in¬ 
vented to furnish a substantial basis for the chronology. 
Meantime, the whole three hundred and thirty are such 
absolute fainmns, that confessedly not one act—not one 
monument of art or labour—is ascribed to their auspices 
whilst every one of the real unquestionable sovereigns, coin¬ 
ciding with known periods in the tradition of Greece, or 
with undeniable events in the Divine simplicity of the 
Hebrew Scriptures, is memorable for some warlike act, 
some munificent institution, or some almost imperishable 
monument of architectural power. 
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2. But weaker even than the fabling spirit of these 
genealogical inanities, is the idle attempt to explode them, 
by turning the years into days. In this way, it is true, we 
get rid of pretensions to a cloudy antiquity, by wholesale 
clusters. The moonshine and the fairy .tales vanish—but 
how ^ To leave us all in a hioonless quagmire of substan¬ 
tial difficulties, from which (as has been suggested more 
than once) there is no extrication at all; for if the diurnal 
years are to reconcile us to the three huudred and thirty 
kings, what becomes of the incomprehensibly short reigns 
(not averaging.above two or three months for each), on the 
long basis of time assumed by the priests; and this in 
the most peaceful of realms, and in fatal contradiction to 
another estimate of the priests, by which the kings are 
made to tally with as many yeviai, or generations of men 1 
Herodotus, and doubtless the priests, understood a genera¬ 
tion in the sense then universally current, agreeably to 
which, three generations were equated to a century. 

But the questions are endless which grow out of Hero¬ 
dotus. Pliny’s Natural History has been usually thought 
the greatest Encyclopaedia of ancient learning. But we 
hold that Herodotus furnishes by much the largest basis for 
vast commentaries revealing the archajologics of the human 
race : whilst, as the eldest of prose writers, he justifies his 
majestic station as a brotherly assessor on the same throne 
with Homer, 
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There is no reader who has not heard of. Solon’s apolo¬ 
getic distinction between the actual system of laws, framed 
by himself for* the Athenian people, under his personal 
knowledge of the Athenian temper, and that better system 
which lie would have framed in a case, where either the 
docility of the national chara^'tor had been greater, or the 
temptations to insubordination had been less. Something 
of the same distinction must be taken on behalf of Plato, 
between the ideal form of Civil Polity which he contem¬ 
plated in the ten books of his Republic, and the practical 
form which he contemplated in the thirteen books of his 
Legislative System.* In the former work he supposes him¬ 
self to be instituting an independent state on such principles 
as were philosophically best; in the latter, upon the 
assumption, that what might be the best as an abstraction, 
was not always the best as adapted to a perverse human 
nature, nor, under ordinary circumstances, the most likely 
to be durable^j^—he professes to make a compromise between 
his sense of duty ^.s a philosopher, and his sense of expe- 

* Thirteen boohs :—There arc twelve books of the Laws; but the 
closing book, entitled the Epinomis or Supplement to the Laws, adds 
a thirteenth. I have thought it convenient to designate the entire 
work by the collective name of the LcgisJxitive System. 
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(lienee as a man of the world. Like Solon, he quits the 
normal for tlie attainable ; and from the ideal man, flexible 
to all the purposes of a haughty philosophy, lie descends in 
his subsequent speculations to the refractory Athenian such 
as he really was in the generation of Pericles. And this fact 
gives a great value to the more abstract work; since no 
inferences against Greek sentiment or Greek principles could 
have been drawn from a work applying itself to Grecian 
habits as Plato found them ; or none which it would not be 
easy to evade. “ This,” it would have been said, “ is not 
what Plato approved—but what Plato conceived to be the 
best compromise with the difficulties of the case under the 
given civilisation.” Now, on the contrary, wc have Plato's 
view of absolute optimism, the true maximum perfectimis 
for social man, in a condition openly assumed to be modelled 
after a philosopher’s ideal. There is no work, therefore, 
from which profounder draughts can be derived of human 
frailty and degradation, under its highest intellectual ex¬ 
pansion, previously to the rise of Christianity. Just one 
century subsequent to the bii’th of Plato, which, by the 
most plausible chronology, very little preceded the death of 
PericleS, the great Macedonian expedition under Alexander 
was proceeding against Persia. By that time the bloom of 
Greek civility had a little faded. The war itself, taken in 
connexion with the bloody feuds that succeeded it amongst 
the great captains of Alexander, gave a shock to the civi¬ 
lisation of Greece; so that, upon the whole, it would not 
be possible to fix on any epoch more exemplifying Greek 
intellect, or Greek refinement, than precisely that youth of 
Plato, which united itself by immediate consecutive succes¬ 
sion to the most brilliant section in the administration of 
Pericles. It was, in fact, throughout the course of the 
Peloponnesian war—-the one sole war that divided the 
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whole household of Greece against itself, giving motive to 
efforts, p,nd dignity to personal competitions—contenlporaiy 
with Xenophon and the younger Cyrus, during the manhood 
of Alcibiades, and tlie declining years of Socrates—amongst 
such coevals and such circumstances of war and revolution¬ 
ary truce—that Plato passed his feiwent youth. The bright 
sunset of Pericles still burned in the Athenian heavens j the 
gorgeous tragedy and the luxuriant comedy, so recently 
created, were now in full possession of the Athenian stage; 
the city was yet fresh from the hands of its creators— 
Pericles and Phidias ; the fine arts were towering into their 
meridian altitude ; and about the period when Plato might 
be considered an adult suijurisy that is, just four hundred 
and ten years before the birth of Christ, the Grecian intel¬ 
lect might be said to culminat(; in Athens. Any more 
favourable era for estimating tlie Greek character, cannot, 
we presume, be suggested. For, although personally there 
might be a brighter constellation gathered about Pericles, .at 
a date twenty-five years antecedent to this era of Plato’s 
maturity, still, as regarded the results upon the collective 
j)opulace of Athens, t/iat must have become most con¬ 
spicuous and palpable in the generation immediat^y suc¬ 
ceeding. The thoughtfulness impressed by the new theatre, 
the patriotic fervour generated by the administration of 
Pericles, must have revealed themselves most effectually 
after both causes had been operating through one entire 
generation. And Plato, who might have been kissed as an 
infant by Pericles, but never could have looked at that great 
man with an eye of .intelligent admiration—to whose ear 
tlie name of Pericles must have sounded with the same 
echo from the past as that of Pitt to the young men of our 
British Reform Bill—could yet better appreciate the eleva¬ 
tion which he had impressed upon the Athenian character, 
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than those who, as direct coevals of Pericles, could not gain 
a sufficient offing or “ elongation” from his beams to appre¬ 
ciate his lustre. My inference is—that Plato, more even 
than Pericles, saw the consummation of the Athenian intel¬ 
lect, and witnessed more than Pericles himself the civilisa¬ 
tion wrought by Pericles. 

This consideration gives a value to every sentiment ex¬ 
pressed by Plato. The Greek mind was then more intensely 
Greek than at any subsequent period. After the period 
of Alexander, it fell under exotic influences—alien and 
Asiatic, regal and despotic. One hundred and fifty years 
more brought the country (/.«., Macedon as well as Greece) 
under the Roman yoke; after w'hich the tr*ie Grecian 
intellect never again spoke a natural or genial language. 
The originality of the Athenian mind had exiialed under 
the sense of constraint. But as yet, and throughout the life 
of Plato, Greece was essentially Grecian, and Athens radi¬ 
cally Athenian. 

With respect to those particular works of Plato which 
concern the constitution of governments, there is this special 
reason for building upon them any inferences as to the 
culture of Athenian society—that probably tliese are the 
most direct emanations from the Platonic intellect, the most 
purely representative of Plato individually, and the most 
prolonged or sustained effort of his peculiar mind. It is 
customary to talk of a Platonic philosophy as a coherent 
whole, that may be gathered by concentration from his 
disjointed dialogues. My belief is, that no such systematic 
whole exists. Fragmentary views g-re all that remain in 
hia works. The four minds, from whom we have received 
the nearest approximation to an orbicular system, or total 
body of philosophy, are those of Aristotle, of Des Cartes, of 
Leibnitz, and lastly, of Immanuel Kant. All these men 
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have manifested an ambition to complete the cycle of their 
philosophic speculations; but, for all that, not one of them 
has come near to his object. How much less can any such 
cycle or systematic whole be ascribed to Plato ! His dia¬ 
logues are a succession of insulated essays, upon problems 
just then engaging the attention of thoughtful men in 
Greece, But we know not how much of these speculations 
may really belong to those interlocutors, into whoso mouths 
so large & proportion is thrown; nor have we any means 
of discriminating between such doctrines as were put 
forward by way of tentative explorations, or trials of dia¬ 
lectic adroitness, and on the other hand, such as Plato 
adopted in* sincerity of heart, whether originated by his 
master or 1^ himself. There is, besides, a very awkward 
argument for suspending our faith in any one doctrine as 
rigorously Platonic. Wc arc assured beforehand, that the 
intolerance of the Athenian people in the affair of Socrates, 
must have damped the speculating spirit in all philosophers 
who were not prepared to fly from Athens. It is no time 
to be prating as a philosophical free-thinker, when bigotry 
takes the shape of judicial persecution. That one cup 
of poison administered to Socrates, must have quenched 
the bold spirit of philosopliy for centuries. This is a 
reasonable presumption. But the same argument takes 
another and a more self-confessing form in another feature 
of Plato’s writings; viz., in fiis affectation of a double 
doctrine—esoteric, the piivate and confidential form autho¬ 
rized by his fiqal ratification j and exoteric, which was but 
another name for impostures with which he duped those 
who might else have been calumniators. But what a world 
of falsehoods is wrapped up in this pretence ! First of all, 
what unreflecting levity to talk of this twofold doctrine as 
at all open to the human mind, on questions taken gene- 
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rally ! How many problems of a philosophic nature can 
be mentioned, in which it would be at all possible to main¬ 
tain this double current, flowing collaterally, of truth abso¬ 
lute and truth plausible ? No such double view would be 
often available under any possible sacrifice of truth. 
Secondly, if it were, how thoroughly would that be to 
adopt and renew those theatrical pretences of the itinerant 
Sophistcey or encyclopaedic hawkers of knowledge, whom 
elsewhere and so repeatedly, Plato, in the assumed person 
of Socrates, had contemptuously exposed. Thirtily, in a 
l)hilosophy by no means remarkable for its opulence in 
i<leas, which moves at all only by its cumbrous superfluity 
of words (partly in disguise of which,'niiidcr the forms of 
conversation, we believe the mode of dialogue to have been 
first adopted), how was this double expenditure to be main¬ 
tained 1 What tenfold contempt it impresses upon a man’s 
poverty, where he himself forces it into public exposure by 
insisting on keeping up a double establishment in the town 
and in the country, at the very moment that his utmost 
means are below the decent maintenance of one very humble 
household ! Or let the reader represent to himself the 
miserable charlaianerie of a gascomiding secretary affecting 
to place himself upon a level with Csesar, by dictating to 
three amanuenses at once, when the slender I’csult makes it 
painfully evident, that to have kept one moving in any 
respectable manner would have bankrupted his resources. 
But, lastly, when this affectation is maintained of a double 
doctrine, by what test is the future student to distinguish 
the one from the other ? Never was there an instance in 
which vanity was more short-sighted. It would not be 
possible by any art or invention more effectually to extin¬ 
guish our interest in a scheme of philosophy—by summarily 
extinguishing all hope of ever separating the true from the 
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false, the authentic from the spurious—than by sending down 
to posterity this claim to a secret meaning lurking behind a 
mask. If the key to the distinction between true and false 
is sent down with the philosophy, then what purpose of 
concealment is attained ? Who is it that is duped ? On 
the other hand, if it is not sent down, what pui-pose of 
truth is attained % Wlio is it, then, that is not duped ? 
And if Plato relied upon a confidential successor as the oral 
expounder of his secret meaning, how blind must ho have 
been to the course of human contingencies, who should not 
see that this tradition of explanation could not flow onwards 
through four successive generations without inevitably 
Buffering some fatal interruption ; after which, once let the 
chain be dropped, the links w^ould never be recoverable, as, 
in effect, we now see to be th(i result. No man can venture 
to say, amidst many blank contradictions and startling in¬ 
consistencies, which it is that represents the genuine opinioi# 
of Plato; which the ostensible opinion for evading a mo- 
mentaiy objection, or for opposition, or perhaps simply for 
prolonging the conversation. And, upon the whole, this 
one explosion of vanity, of hunger-bitten penury affecting 
the riotous superfluity of wealth—lias done more to check 
the interest in Plato’s opinions than all his mysticism and 
all his vagueness of purpose. In other philosophers, even 
in him who professedly adopted the rule of “ o-kOtio-oi/,” 

“ darken your meaning^' there is some chance of arriving at 
the real doctrine, because, though hidden, it has unily of idea. 
But with atman who avows a purpose of double-dealing, to 
Understand is, after •all, the smallest part of your task. Hav¬ 
ing perhaps with difficulty framed a coherent construction 
for the passage, having with much pains entitled yourself 
to say,—“ Now I comprehend,”—^next comes the question, 
WheU is it you comprehend? Why, perhaps a doctrine 
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which the author secretly abjured; in which he was mis¬ 
leading the world ; in which he put forward a false opinion 
fur the benefit of his own consistency, and for the sake of 
securing safety to those in which he revealed what he sup¬ 
posed to be the truth. 

There is, however, in the following political hypothesis 
of Plato, less real danger from this conflict of two mean¬ 
ings, than in those cases where he treated a great pre¬ 
existing problem of speculation. Here, from tlie practical 
nature of the problem, and its more ad libitum choice of 
topics, he was not forced upon those questions which, 
in a more formal theorem, he could not uniformly evade. 
But one difficulty will always remain *fbr the perplexity 
of the student—viz., in what point it was that Socrates 
had found it dangerous to tamper with the religion of 
Greece, if Plato could safely publish the free-thin king 
Objection^ which are here avowed. In other respects, the 
Ideal Republic of Plato will surprise those who have con¬ 
nected with the veiy name of Plato a sort of starry eleva¬ 
tion, and a visionary dedication to what is pure. Of 
purity, in any relation, there will be found no traces : of 
visionariness, in the sense of ideas undefined, more than 
enough. 


BOOK THB» FIRST. 

The First book of the Polity, or general form of Common¬ 
wealths, is occupied with a natural, but veiy immethodical 
discussion of justice. Justice—as one* of those original 
problems unattainable in solitary life, which drove men 
into social union, for the sake of winning by their collective 
forces that which else was inaccessible to individual eflforts 
—-should naturally occupy the preliminary place in a spe- 
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culation upon the possible varieties of government. Accord¬ 
ingly, some later authors, like Mr. Godwin in his Political 
Justice^ have transmuted the whole question as to forms of 
social organization into a transcendent question of Justice ; 
and how it can be fairly distributed in reconcilement with 
the necessities of a practical administration or the general 
prtyudiccs of men.* A state (a commonwealth, for example) 
is not simply a head or supremacy in relation to the other 
members of a political union; it is also itself a body 
amongst other co-equal bodies—one republic amongst other 
coordinate republics. War may happen to arise; taxation; 
and many other burdens. How arc these to be distributed 
so as not to wound the fundamental pnnciplc of justice % 
They may be apportioned unequally. That would be in¬ 
justice without a question. There may be scruples of con¬ 
science upon war, or upon contributions to war. Tliat would 
be a more questionable case ; but it would demand a con¬ 
sideration, and must be brought into harmony with the 
general thcoiy of justice. For the supreme probhsm in such 
a speculation seems to be this—how to draw the greatest 
amount of strength from civil union ; how to carry the 
powers of man to tlic greatest height of improvement, or to 
place him in the way of such improvement; and lastly, to 
do all this in reconciliation with the least jmssible infringe¬ 
ment or suspension of man’s individual rights. Uiid(*r any 
view, therefore, of a commonwealth, nobody will object to 
the investigation of justice—as a proper basis for the whole 
edifice. But the student is dissatisfied with this Platonic 
introduction—lsty>as being too casual and occasional, con¬ 
sequently as not prefiguring in its course the order of those 
speculations which are to follow ; 2dly, as too verbal and 
hair-splitting; 3dly, that it does not connect itself with 
what follows. It stands inertly and uselessly before the 
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maia disquisition as a sort of vestibule, but we are not matle 
to see any transition from one to the other. 

Meantime, the outline of this nominal introduction is 
what follows :—Socrates has received an invitation to a 
dinner-party [Scittvoi/] from the son of Cephalus, a respect¬ 
able citizen of Athens. This citizen, whose sons are grown 
up, is naturally himself advanced in years ; and is led, 
therefore, reasonably to speak of old age. This he does in 
the tone of Cicero’s Cato ; contending that, upon the whole, 
it is made burdensome only by men's vices. But tlie value 
of his testimony is somewhat lowered by the fact, that he 
is moderately wealthy ; and secondly (which is more im¬ 
portant), that he is constitutionally niod('ratc in Iris desires. 
Towards the close of his remarks, he says something on 
the use of riches in protecting us from injurious treatment— 
whether of our own towards others, or of others towards u.s. 

TJiis calls up Socrates, who takes occasion to j)iit a gcaie- 
ral question as to the nature and definition of injustice. 
Cephalus declines the further prosecution of the dialogim 
for himself, but devolves it on his son. Some of the usual 
Attic word-sparring follows—of which this may lu* taken 
as a specimen :—A definition having been given of justice 
in a tentative way by Socrates himself, as though it might 
be that quality which restores to every one what we know 
to be his own; and tlie eldest son having adoi)t(‘d this de¬ 
finition as true, Socrates then objects the cases in which, 
having borrowed a man’s sword, we should be requin^d 
deliberately to rc 2 )lace it in the hands of the owner, knowing 
him to be mad. An angry interruption takes jilace from 
one of the company called Thrasymachus. This is appeascal 
by the obliging behaviour of Socrates. But it produces 
this effect upon what fullow's, that, in fact,•from one illustra¬ 
tion adduced by this Thrasymachus, the W’hole subsequent 



222 


Plato’s republic. 


discussion arises. He, amongst other arts which he alleges 

in evidence of his views, cites that of government; and 

by a confusion between mere municipal law and the moral 

law of universal obligation, he contends that in every land 

that is just which promotes the interest or wishes of the 

governing power—be it king, nobles, or people as a body. 

Socrates opposes him by illustrations, such as Xenophon’s 

« 

Memm^ahilia have made familiar to all the world, drawn 
from the arts of cooks, shepherds, pilots, &c. ; and the 
book closes with a general defence of justice as requisite to 
the very existence of political states ; since without some 
trust reposed in each other, wars would be endless. It is 
also presumable, that man, if generally unjust, would be less 
prosperous—as enjoying less of favour from the gods ; and 
finally, that the mind, in a temper of injustice, may bo re¬ 
garded as diseased ; that it is less qualified for discharging 
its natural functions ; and that thus, whether looking at 
bodies politic or inrlividuals, the sum of happiness would 
be greatly diminished, if injustice were allowed to prevail. 


BOOK TIfE SECOND. 

In the beginning of this Book, two brothers, Glauco and 
Adeimantus, undertake the defence of injustice ; but upon 
such arguments as have not even a colourable iilausibility. 
They suppose the case that a man were jiossessed of the 
ring which conferred the privilege of invisibility ; a fiction 
so multiplied in modern fairy tales, but which in the barren 
legends of the Pagan world was confined to the ring of 
Gyges. Armed with this advantage, they contend that 
every man would be unjust. But this is change only as to 
fact. Next, however, they suppose a change still more 
monstrous; viz., that moral distinctions should be so fiu: 
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confounded, as that a man, practising all injustice, should 
pass for a man exquisitely just, and that a corresponding 
transfer of reputation should take place with regard to the 
just mail. Under such circumstances, they contend that 
every man would hasten to be unjust; and that the unjust 
would reap all the honoiu-s together with all the advanltages 
of life. From all wlij^ph they infer two things—First, 
that injustice is not valued for anything in its own nature 
or essence, but for its consequences ; and secondly, that it 
is a combination of the weak many against the few who 
happen to be strong, which has invested justice with so 
much splendour by means of written laws. It seems 
strange that even for a monnuitary efteet in conversation, 
such trivial sophistry as this could avail. Because, if in 
order to represent justice and injustice as masquerading 
amongst mc'ii, and losing their customary effects, or losing 
their corresponding impressions upon men’s feelings, it is 
ncc(‘ssary first of all to supixjse the wliolc realities of life 
confounded, and fantastic impossibilitit's ‘established, no 
result at all from such jjremises could be worthy of atten¬ 
tion ; and, after all, the particular result supposed does not 
militate in any resi)ect against the received notions as to 
moral distinctions. Injustice might certainly pass for 
justice ; and as a second ciuse, injustice, having a bribe 
attached to it, might blind the ijioral sense to its true 
proportions of evil. But that will not prove that injustice 
can ever fascinate as injustice (for in the ca.se supjjosed 
it prospers as bribery); or again, that it will ever piuspcr 
as regards its effects in that uinlisguiscd manifestation. 
If, to win upon men’s esteem, it must privately wear 
tlie mask of justice; or if, to win ujjon men’s practice, 
it must previously connect itself with artificial bounties of 
honour and preferment—all this is but anotlier way of 
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pronouncing an eulogy on justice. It is agreeable, however, 
to find, that these barren speculations are soon made to 
lead into questions more directly pertinent to the constitu¬ 
tion of bodies politic. Socrates observes that large models 
are best fitted to exhibit the course of any action or process; 
and "therefore he shifts the field of illustration from the 
individual man, armed or not wi^i the ring of Gyges, to 
regular commonwealths ; in which it is, and in their rela¬ 
tions to other commonwealths or to their own internal 
parts, that ho proposes to answer those wild sophisms on 
the subject of justice as a moral obligation. 

Socrates lays the original foundation of all political states 
in want or reciprocal necessity. And of human necessity 
the very primal shape is that which regards our livelihood. 
Here it is interesting to notice what is the minimum which 
Plato assumes for the “ outfit ” (according to our parlia¬ 
mentary term) of social life. We moderns, for tlie mount¬ 
ing a colony or other social establishment, are obliged gene¬ 
rally to assume*five heads of expenditure ; viz., 1. food ; 
2. shelter, or housing ; 3. clothing ; 4. warmth (or fuel) ; 
5. light. But the two last we owe to our colder climate, 
and (which is a consequence of that) to our fiir more unequal 
distribution of daylight. As the ancients knew nothing of 
our very short days, so, on the other hand, they knew 
nothing, it is true, of our very long ones; and at first sight 
it might seem as if the one balanced the other. But it is not 
so; sunrise and sunset were far more nearly for the ancients, 
than they ever can be for nations in higher latitudes, coin¬ 
cident with the periods of retiring to rest and rising ; and 

« 

thus it was that they obtained another advantage—that of 
evading much call for fuel. Neither artificial light, nor 
artificial heat, w^as much needed in ancient times. Hot 
climates, often more than cold ones, require (it is true) 
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artificial heat after sunset. But the ancient Greeks and 
Romans, therefore d,foHiori nations less refined, were in bed 
by sunset during the periods of their early simplicity, that 
is, during the periods of their poverty. The total expense 
in fuel amongst the Greeks, was upon a scale suited ti^ ages 
in wliich fossil coal was an unknown staff' of life; it was 
no more than met the simple domainls of cookery, and of 
severe winters; these, it is true, even in S})ain, nay, in Syria, 
are sometimes accompanied with heav}’’ storms of snow.^ 
But, on the other hand, the winters, if severe at times, arc 
brief; and even so far north in Italy as Milan, tlie season of 
genial spring, and of luxuriant flowers, often commences in 

February. In contrast with our five n'quisitions of northern 

• 

latitudes, wliich, as implying a higher (because a' more 
provident) scale of existence, have a philosoidiic value, it is 
interesting to find Plato, under the ixn-son of Socrates, 
requiring only three ; viz., food, clothes, and lodging. 
The arts, therefore, which he presumes r^uisi*o for esta¬ 
blishing a state, arc four : one occujiied with the culture of 
the ground ; one Avitli the building of habitations ; and 
two, ministerial to the adorning, or at least t(» th(‘, protect¬ 
ing, of the person. The ploughman before all others for 
our food ; in the second rank, the mason for raising dwell¬ 
ing-houses ; and, in the last place, the weaver, combined 
with the shoemaker, for the manufacturing our dress. These 
four artists, says Plato, arc the very minimu7n establishment 
on which a city or a colony can begin to move. But a very 
few steps will bring us, he remarks, to a call for further arts ; 
in particular, it will soon be found that it is a sad waste of 
time for any of the four already mentioned to be interrupted 

* Storms of snow :—For an instance of a very critical fall of snow 
near Jerusalem, not long before our Saviour’s time, see Josephus. 
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l)y the necessity of making their several tools and implements. 
A fifth artist will tlierefore be found necessary, in the char¬ 
acter of tool-maker, in common with all the rest. A sixth 
and a seventh will soon be called for, in the character of 
shepherds and herdsmen ; for if slieep and oxen are not 
indis[)cnsable as food, they arc so as furnishing the leather 
required by the sliocmakcr. Ainl lastly, mercliants, for 
the purpose of exporting tlic surplus products, and of iru- 
porting such as are defective, together with resident retailers 
of all articles in household use, are contemplated as com¬ 
pleting tlic establishment. The gradual accession of luxuries 
in every class is next presumed as what would follow in 
general, but would not be allowed in Plato’s republic ; and 
as the increase of population will require additional territory 
(though it is an oversight not to have assigned from the first 
the quantity of soil occupied, and the circumstances of 
position in regard to neighbours), this will make an opening 
for war; and that again for a regular class of men dedicated 
to the arts of attaede and defence. It is singular that 
Plato should thus arbitrarily lay his ground of war in 
aggressive principles ; because, if he assumed his territory 
spacious enough, and the expansion of jjopulatiou as slow 
as it really was in Greece, the case in which he finally 
plants his necessity for war might not occur until the new 
state should be licli enough to find, in the difficulty 
supposed, a case for throwing off colonies, rather than for 
unprovoked attacks on neighbouring states. It is remark¬ 
able, however, that Plato, a pagan writer, makes war a 
subsequent awl ministerial phenomenon in civil societies ; 
whereas Hobbes, nominally a Christian, makes tlie l)elli- 
gerent condition to be that transcendent and original 
condition of man out of which society itself arose. 

War, however, has begun ; and soldiers, as a mercenary 
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class, are bcncefor\»"arde required. Upon which Plato un¬ 
folds his ideas as to the j^bper qualifications of a soldier. 
Of course he insists upon courage, athletic powers of body 
in general (qualifications so pre-eminently required before 
the invention of fire-arms*), and especially upon the power 
of speed and agility. But it is singular, that in describing 
the temperament likely to Jirgiie courage, lie insists upon 
irascibility; whereas, with far more truth of ])hilosophy, his 
jiupil Aristotle, iii after years, speaks contemptuously of all 
courage founded upon anger, as generally spurious in its 
nature, and liable to the same suspicion as that which is 
founded upon intoxication. 

It is uiion this occasion, and in connexion with the edu¬ 
cation of this state soldiery, as a professional cla.ss needing 
to be trained expressly for a life of .adventurous service and 
of hardship, that Plato introduces his celebrated doctrine 
imputing mischievous falsehood to the poets. The my¬ 
thology of paganism, it is needless to say, reiiresentcd the 
gods under characti^rs the most hideous and disgusting. But 
tlie main circumstances in these representations, according 
to Plato, are mere fictions of Hesiod and of Homer. Stinnge, 
indeeTl, that IMato should ascribe to .any poets whatever, so 
prodigious a jiowcr as th.at of having created a national 
religion, for the religion of jiraganism was not something 
independent of the mythology. It was wholly involved in 
the mythology. Take away the mythologic legends, and you 
take aw.ay .all the obje(!ts of worship. The characteristics 

* '' Fire-arms :"—It is very true that the essential principle di.s- 
tinguishing fire-arms, viz., their application lo diatani warfare, mak¬ 
ing men imlepondcnt of personal strength, was found in slingers and 
archers. But these .arms of the mar.ial service were always in sonm 
disrepute throughout (Jreece, even Hercules (in the Here, Fnrena) 
is descrihed hy Euripides a.s subject to ridicule .and rcproaclj from 
Lycus, his enemy, on account of his liaving rcsorled to archery. 
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by which Latona is distinguished from Ceres, Apollo from 
Mercury, Diana from Mincrvf<|P Hebo from Aurora, all 
vanish, and leave mere nonentities, if the traditional cir¬ 
cumstances of their theogony and history arc laid aside as 
fabulous. Besides, if this could be surmounted, and if 
Plato could account for all the tribes of Hellas having 
adopted what he supposes to be the reveries of two solitary 
poets, how could he account for the general agreement in 
these traditions of other distant nations, who never heard 
BO much as the names of the two Greek poets, nor could 
have read them if they liad ? The wliole speculation is 
like too many in Plato—without a shadow of coherency ; 
and at every angle presenting some fresh incongruity. The 
fact really was, that the human intellect had been for some 
time outgrowing its foul religions ; clamorously it began to 
dc'inand some change ; but 1 i<)M little it was able to effect 
that change for itself, is evident from no example more than 
that of Plato : for he, whilst dismissing as fables some of 
the grosser monstrosities which the pagan Pantheon offered, 
loaded in effect that deity, whom he made a concurrent 
party to his own schemes for man, with vile qualities, quite 
as degrading as any which he removed ; and in effect so 
much the worse, as regarded the result, because, wanting 
the childish monstrosities of the mythologic legends, they 
had no benefit from any allegoric interpretations in the 
background. Thus cruelty and sensuality, if they Jiappcn to 
fall in with this pagan philosopher’s notions of state utility, 
instantly assume a jdace in his theories ; and tin nee is 
transferred upon the* deities, who arc supposed to sanction 
this system, a far deeper taint of moral pollution than that 
which, being connected with extravagant might 

provoke an enlightened mind to reject it with incredulity, 
or to accept it as purely symbojic. Meantime, it is re- 
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markable that Plato should connect this reform in education 
specially with his soldicm ; and still more so, when we 
understand his reason. It was apparently on two grounds 
that he fancied the pagan superstitions injurious to a class 
of men whom it w’as important to keep clear of panics. 
First, on an argument derived from the Hades of tlie poets, 
Plato believed the modes of punishment exliibiied by these 
poets to be too alarming, and likt'ly to clieck by intimida¬ 
tion that career of violence whicli apparently he thinks 
requisite in a soldier. Surely he might have spared his 
anxiety; for if, in any quarter of its barren sui)erstitions, 
paganism betrayed its impoverished fancy, it wjus in its 
pictun^s of Tartams, wdicre, besides that the forms of punish¬ 
ment arc, Is^, so scanty, and applied only to monstrous 
offences; 2^/, so ludicrous, they are, 3c/, all of them ineffectual 
for terror, were it only by tlie general impression convoyed 
tliat they are allegoric, and meant to be allegoric. Secondly, 
Plato seems to have had in his thoughts those jianic terrors 
which sometimes arose from the belief that sui)crior beings 
suddenly revealed themselves in strange shaiics ;—both in 
Roman and Grecian experience, these fancied revelations, 
like the Christian revelation of St. lago to the Sjianish host, 
had i)roduced unexpected victories, but also unexpected 
flights. He argues, act^ordingly, against the possibility of 
a god adopting any nudamorphosis ; but u})on the w’eak 
dialectic argument, w’eakcr than a cobweb to any supersti¬ 
tious heart, that a celestial being would not leave a better 
state for a worse. How visionary to snpi)ose that any 
mind previously inclined to shadowy terrors, and under the 
operation of solitude* of awful silence, and of wild grotesque 
scenery in forests (fr mountains, w'ould he charmed into 
sudden courage by an d prioi'i little conundrum of the logic 
school I Oh ! philosopher, placed by the side of a simple- 
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hearted honest mstic, what a fool dost thou appear * 
And after all, if such evils arose from familiarity with the 
poets, and on that account the soldiery was to be secluded 
from all such reading—how were they to bo saved from the 
contagion of general conversation with their fellow-citizens 1 
Or, again, on foreign expeditions, how were they to be 
sequestered from such traditions as were generally current, 
and were everywhere made the subject of festal recitations, 
or prelections, or of national music 1 

In the midst of these impracticable solicitudes for the 
welfiire of his soldiers, Plato docs not overlook the proba¬ 
bility that men trained to violence may mutiny, and (being 
consciously the sole depositaries of the public weapons and 
skill, as well as originally selected for superior promise of 
strength) may happen to combine, and to turn their arms 
against their fellow-citizens. It is painful to see so grave 
a danger dismissed so carelessly— tantamne rein tarn negli- 
genter ? The sole provision which Plato makes against the 
formidable danger, is by moral precepts, impressing on the 
soldier kindness and affability to those whom it was his 
professional mission to protect. But such mere sanctions 
of decorum or usage—how weak must they be found to 
protect any institution merely human, against a strong 
interest moving in an adverse direction I The institutions 
of Romulus, in a simide and credulous age, had the conse¬ 
cration (if imaginary, yet, beyond a doubt, universally be¬ 
lieved) of heaven itself;—a real sanctity guarded the 
institutions of Rome, which yet rocked and quaked for 
centuries under the conflicting interests of the citizens. But 
a philosopher’s repubhc, in an age of philosophy and free- 
thinking, must repose upon human securities. Show any 
order of men a strong change setting in upon the current 
of their civil interests, and they wfll soon be led to see a 
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coi responding change in tlicir duties;—not to mention that 
the sense of duty must be weak at all times amongst men 
whom Plato supposes expressly trained to acts of violence, 
whom he seeks to wean from the compunctious scruples of 
religion, and whose very service and profession had its first 
origin in acknowledged rapacity. Thus, by express institu¬ 
tion of Plato, and by his own forecasting, had tlie soldiery 
arisen. Thus had the storm been called up; and it would bo 
too late to bid it wheel this way or that, after its power liad 
been consciously developed, and tlie principles which sliould 
control this power were found to be nothing more than tho^ 
ancient intentions of a theoretic founder, or the particular 
interests of a favoured class. Bi'sidcs, it will be seen further 
on, that the soldiers are placed under i)eculiar disadvantages 
—they are to possess nothing ; ami thus, in addition to the 
strong temptation of conscious }) 0 \ver, they arc furnished 
with a second temptation in their painful j)ovcrty, contrasted 
with the comparative wealth of the cowardly citizens whom 
they protect; and finally, with a third temptation (wliich 
also furnished an excuse), in the feeling that they are an 
injured class. 


BOOK THE THIRD. 

Plato is neither metliodic nor systematic ; he has neither 
that sort of order which respects the connexion of what he 
teaches as a thing to he understood, nor that which respects 
its connexion as a thing which is to he realized—neither 
that which concerns the ratio cognoscendi (to adopt a great 
distinction revived by Leibnitz from the sdioolinen), nor that, 
on the other hand, which regards the ratio essendi. This 
last neglect he could not have designed ; the other perhaps 
he did. And the very form of dialogue or conversations 
was probably adopted to intimate as much. Be that as it 
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may, we look in vain for any such distribution of the subject 
as should justify the modem division into separate books. 
The loose order of colloquial discussion, sometimes going 
back, sometimes leaping foiward with impatient anticipar 
tion, and then again anxiously resuming a topic insuf¬ 
ficiently examined—such is the law of succession by which 
the general theme is slowly advanced, and its particular 
heads arc ca.sually unfolded. 

Accordingly, in this third book, the subject of the soldiery 
is resumed ; and the proper education for that main column 
'of the state, on which its very existence is openly founded, 
engages the more circumstantial attention of Plato. The 
leading object kept in view, as regards the mental discipline, 
is to bra(!e the mind against fear. And here, again, Plato 
comes back upon the poets, whom he taxes with arts of 
emasculation, in reference to the hardy courage which his 
system demands. He distributes the poets into the two 
great classes t)f narrative and dramatic; those who speak 
directly in their own person, like Homer;* and tho.se who 
utter their sentiments as ventrilocpiists, throwing their voice 
first u])on this clniracter of a drama, next upon that. It is 
ditficult to see what purpose Plato had in this distribution ; 
but it is highly interesting to us of this day, because wo 
might otherwise have sii})posed that, upon a i)oint of deli¬ 
cacy, Plato had forborne to involve in his censure of the 
poets that body of great dramatists, so recently drawn into 
existence, and of whom two at least (Euripides and Aristo¬ 
phanes) were in part of their lives contemporary wnhli himself. 
He docs, however, expressly notice them ; and, what is more 

* Put how like lloraor? Ilomor, and most other rla.ssical narra- 
tivo poots, move imliflerently (and pesrhaps equally), by interchange 
of speeches, sometimes colloquial and gossiping, sometimes stately 
and haranguing. Plato forgets his Ilomcr. 
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to the purpose, he applies to them his heaviest censure ; 
though on what principle is somewhat obscure. The no¬ 
minal reason for his anger is—that they proceed by means 
of imitation j and that even raimetically to represent woman 
has the effect of transfusing effeminacy, by some uiu'xplained 
process, into the maimers of the imitator. Now really this 
at the best would be too fantastic. But when wo reflect 
on the great tragic poets of Greece, and coiisitlor that in 
the mhlst of-pagan darkness the only rays of moral light 
are to be found in them, and that ]\Iilton, almost a bigot, 
as being a Puritan, yet with that exalted standard of 
scriptural truth which he carried for ever in his mind, refers 
to these poets, and the great theatre which they founded, 
for the next best thing to Christian teaching—w^e feel our 
hearts alienated from Plato. But when we also contrast, 
with this Greek sccnical morality, and its occasional elevation, 
the brutal, sensual, and cruel principles which we constantly 
find in Plato himself (more frequently, indeed, and more 
outrageously, than in any other pagan author of einincnc(!), 
it cannot be thought unreasonable that our alienation 
should amount to disgust. Euripides was truly a great man, 
struggling for a higher light than ho could find. Plato was 
a thorough Greek, satisfied, so far as ethics were concerned, 
with the light which existed, nor dreaming of anything 
higher. And, w ith respect to the Greek religion, Euripides 
forestalled, by twenty years, all that Plato has said ; wo have 
his W'ords to this day, and they are much more impressive 
than Plato’s ; and probably* these very words of Euiipides 

m 

* Probably :—more tlian probably, I P:{ir: Plato, it may l)o flus 
peeled, cultivated the arts of petty larceny to an extent that was (a 
from philosophic. I s-ud notliing, but winked at Ids diKhoncsty, when 
some pages l)ark be thought proper to charge upon Homer .and 
Hosiod the monstrous forgery of Jupiter Optimus Maximus, end all 
2 K 
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first suggested to Plato the doctrine which he so maliciously 
directs in this place against the veiy poets as a body, who. 
through one of their number, first gave currency to such a 
bold speculation, and first tried as enfans perdns (or tlie 
leaders of a forlorn hope), whether the timid superstition 
of the Athenians, and the fanaticism founded on their fear, 
would tolerate sucli innovations. 

After this second sentence of exile against the poets— 
which we cannot but secretly trace to the jealousy of Plato, 
armed against that section of the Athenian literati most in 
the public favour—we are carried forward to the music of 
the Greeks. The soldiery are excluded from all acquaint¬ 
ance with any but the austerer modes. But as this is a 
subject still mysterious even to those who come arme<l with 
the knowledge of music as a science, and as no more than 
a general caution is given, this topic is not one of those 
which w(! arc called on to discuss. 

So slight was the Grecian circuit of education, and 
especially where mathematics happened to be excluded, that 
poetry and music apparently bound the practical encyclo¬ 
paedia of Plato. From the mind, therefore, he passes to 
the physical education. And heie we find two leading 
cautious, of which one, at least, is built on more accurate 
observation of medical truths than we should have expected 
in the age of Plato. The first will, perhai)s, not much 
strike the reader, for it expresses only the stem injunction 
upon every soldier of that temperance as to strong liquors, 
which in our days has descended (with what permanence 

Olympus, nothing less (if the reader will believe me) than the whole 
Pantheon. But in fact that charge was fraudulently appropriated by 
Plato from a better man, viz., Herodotus, who must have been fifty 
years older than the philosopher. And now at this point again we 
find the philosopher filching from Eunpidcs 1 
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ve fear to ask) amongst the very lowest and most Buffering 
of human beings. It is, however, creditable to Plato, that 
he should have perceived the mischievous operation of 
inebriation upon the health and strength; for in his age, 
the evil of such a practice was chiefly thrown upon its 
moral effects,—the indecorums which it caused, the quarroLs, 
tlic murderous contests, the lasting alienations, and the 
perilous breaches of confidence. There was little general 
sense of any evil in wine as a relaxer of the bodily system; 
as, on the other hand, neither then nor in our days is there 
any just appreciation of the subsidiary benefits which some¬ 
times arise from strong liquors, or at least the clamorous call 
for such liquors in cold climates where the diet is cold and 
watery. Edmund Burke, as we remember, in his eidarged 
wi.stlom, did not overlook this case ; we individually have 
seen too large a scries of cases to doubt the fact—that in 
vast cities, 'wdierever the diet of poor families hai)pens to be 
thrown too much upon mere watery broths, it is a pure 
instinct of nature, .and often a very salutary instinct, which 
forces them into a compensatory stiniulu.s of alcohol. The 
same natural instinct for strong liquor as a partial relief, is 
said to be prompted by scrofula. In a Grecian climate, 
and with a limited pojmlation, this anomalous use of wine 
was not requisite; and for the soldiery, enjoying a select 
diet, it could least of all be needful. Plato shows his discre¬ 
tion, therefore, as w('ll as the accuracy of his observation, 
in forbidding it. h’or he notices one effect which invariably 
follows from the addiction to strong liquors, even where as 
yet they have not mastered the constitutional vigour; viz., 
their tendency to produce a morbid sensibility to cold. We 
ourselves have seen a large party of stout men travtdling dn 
a morning of intense severity. Amongst the whole number, 
eight or nine, there were two only who did not occasionally 
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shiver, or express some unpleasant feeling connected with 
the cold'; and these two, one being W. Wordsworth, were the 
sole water-drinkers of the party. The other caution of Plato 
shows even more accuracy of attention; and it is completely 
verified by modern experience. He is naturally anxious that 
the diet of the soldiery should be simple and wholesome. Now 
it was almost certain that those who reflected on the final 
object he had in view, would at once interpret his meaning 
as pointing to the diet of professional athletes. These men 
for Greece were the forerunners of the Roman gladiators ; 
as the Greek hippodrome bisected itself into the Homan 
circus and amphitheatre. And as Plato’s object was to 
secure the means of unusual strength, what more natural 
than to consult the experience of those who, having long 
had the very same end, must by this time have accumulated 
a large science of the appropriate means ? Now, on closer 
examination, Plato perceived that the end was not the 
same. The gladiatorial schools had before them some day, 
well known and immutable, of public festivities and games, 
against which they were to prepare their maximum of bodily 
power. By the modern and by the ancient system of train¬ 
ing, it is notorious that this preparatory discipline can be 
calculated to a nicely. When the “ fancy ” was in favour 
amongst ourselves, the pugilist, after entering into any 
legal cngagcnunit, under strong penalties, to fight on a day 
assigned, went into training about six weeks previously; 
and by the appointed time he had, through diet, exercise, 
sleep, all nicely adjusted to the rules of this discipline, 
brought up' his muscular strength and his wind to the 

summit of what his constitution allowed. Now, certainly, 

• 

in a general view, the purpose of the Platonic soldier was 
the same, but with this important difference—that his 
fighting condition was needed not on one or two days con- 
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secutively, but on many days, and not against a day punc*- 
tually assignable, but against a season or period perhaps of 
months, quite indeterminate fis to its beginning, end, or 
diuntion. This one difference made the whole difference ; 
for both ancient and modern training concur in these two 
remarkable facts—Ist, That a condition of pliysical power 
thus pretematiirally produced cannot be hiaintained, but 
that uniformly a rapid relapse follows down to a couilition 
of debility. Like the stone of Sisyphus, tlio more painfully 
and with unnatural efFort a resisting object has been rolled 
up to a high summit, with so much the, more tluindeiing 
violence does it run back. The state was too intense not 
to bo succeeded by sudden recoil. 2dly, It has been found 
that these spasms of preternatural tension arc not without 
danger : apoplexies, ruptun's of largo blood-vessels, and 
other modes of sudden di'ath, arc apt to follow from the 
perilous tampering with the exquisite macliineiy of nature. 
This also had been the cxjieiiencc of Greece. Time, as a 
great elcnient in all i)owerful changes, must bo allowed 
in order to secure their safety. Plato, therefore, lays 
down as a great law for the physical discipline, that in 
no part of its elements, whether diet, exercise, abstinence, 
or gymnastic feats of strength and address, shall the ritual 
for the soldiers borrow anything from the schools of the 
athletcE. 

In the remaining part of this Book, we have some organic 
arrangements proposed. First, as to the local situation—a 
strong military position is requisite for the soldiery, and 
ground must therefore be selected originally which offers 
this advantage. The position is to bo such as may at 
once resist a foreign enemy and command the^othcr orders 
in tJit state. Upon this ground, a body of lodgings is to 
be built; and in these lodgings a single regard is prescribed 
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to the purpose in view. Direct utiKty and convenience, 
without ostentation, are to preside in the distribution of 
the parts and in the architectural style; the buildings 
are, in fact, to unite at once the uses of a barrack and a 
fortress. 

Next, as this fortress, distinct from the other parts of 
the city, when connected with arms, and the use of arms, 
and regular discipline, and select qualities of body, cannot 
but throw vast power into the hands of the soldieiy, so 
that from being guardians of the city (as by direct title they 
are) they might easily become its oppressors and pillagers, 
universally the soldiers are to be incapable by law of hold- 
ing any property whatever, without regard to quality, 
without regard to tenure. They can inherit nothing ; they 
can possess nothing; neither gold nor silver, metals which 
must not even find an entrance into their dwellings under 
any pretence of custody ; nor land ; nor any other article ; 
nor, finally, must they exercise a trade. 

Thirdly, the administration of affairs, the executive 
power, and the supreme rank, are vested in the persons of 
the highest military officers—those who rise to that station 
by seniority and by extraordinary merit. This is very 
vaguely developed ; but enough exists to show that the 
form of polity would be a martial aristocracy, a qualified 
stvatocraci/y In this state, it is not so much true that 
an opening or a temptation is exposed to a martial tyranny, 
as that, in fact, such a tyranny is planted and rooted 
from the first with all the organs of administration at its 
disposal. 

Lastly, in what way is the succession to be regulated 
through the Several ranks and functions of the state 1 Not 
exactly, or under positive settlement, by castes, or an Egyp¬ 
tian succession of a son to his father’s trade, &c. This is 
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denounced in the sense of an unconditional or unl)endiiig 
system ; for it is admitted that fatliers of talent may have 
incompetent sons, and stupid fatliers may have sons of 
brilliant promise. But, on the whole, it seems to bo 
assumed that, amongst the highest, or martial order, tlie 
care dedicated to the selection of the parents will insure 
children of similar excellence, 

“Fortes crearitur fortilms et bonis,” 
and that amongst tlie artisans one average level of medi¬ 
ocrity will usually prevail; in which case, the advantage of 
personal training tQi the art, under a domestic tutor who 
never leaves him, must give such a bias to tlie children of 
the citizens for their several pursuits, as will justify the 
princi})le of hereditary succession. Still, in any case where 
this expectation fails, a door is constantly kept open for 
meeting any unusual indication of nature, by corresponding 
changes in the destiny of the young peoi)le. Nature, there¬ 
fore, in the last resort, will regulate the succession, since 
the law interposes no further than in confirmation of that 
order in the succession which it is presumed that nature 
will have settled by clear expressions of fitness. But in 
whatever case nature indicates dctcrminatcly some different 
predisposition in the individual, then the law gives way; 
for, says Plato, with emphasis, ‘‘ The paramount object in 
my commonwealth is—that every human creattirc should 
find his proper level, and every man settle into that place 
for which his natural qualities have fitted him.” 

BOOK THE FOURTH. * 

These last words are not a meie flourish of rhetoric. It 
is, according to Plato’s view, the very distinguishing feature 
in his polity, that each man occupies his own natural place. 
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Accordingly, it is the business of this Book to favour that 
view by a sort of fanciful analogy between what we in 
modern times call the four cardinal virtues, and the four 
capital varieties of state polity, and also between these 
virtues and the constituent orders in a community. This, 
however, may be looked upon as no step in advance towards 
the development of his own Kepublic, but rather as a halt 
for the puq)ose of looking back upon what has been already 
developed. 

The cardinal virtues, as we see them adopted nearly four 
hundred years after Plato by Cicero, are i)rudence, fortitude, 
temperance, and justice. The first will find its illustration, 
according to Plato, in the governing i)art of a .state; the 
second in tlie defending part, or the military ; the third in 
the relation between all the j^arts ; but the fourth has its 
essence in assigning to every individual, and to every order, 
the appropriate right, whether tJiat be property, duty, 
function, or rank. Other states, therefore, present some 
analogy to the three first virtues, according to the predo¬ 
minant object which they pursue. But his own, as Plato 
contends, is a model analogous to the very highest of the 
virtues, or justice ; for tliat in this state only the object is 
kept up, as a transcendent object, of suftering no man to 
assume functions by mere inheritance, but to every indi¬ 
vidual assigning that oHice and station for which nature 
Beems to have prepared his qualifications. 

This principle, so broadly expressed, would seem to re¬ 
quire more frequent disturbances in the series of hereditary 
employments than i^lato had contemplated in his last Book. 
Accordingly, ho again acknowledges the importance of 
vigilantly reviewing the several qualifications of the citizens. 
The rest of the book is chiefly occupied with a psychological 
inquiry into a problem sometimes discussed in modern 
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times (but thoroughly alien to the political problem of 
Plato), viz., whether, upon dividing the internal constitu¬ 
tion of man into three elements—the irascible passions, the 
appetites of desire, and the rational principle—we are 
warranted in supposing three separate substances or hypo¬ 
stases in the human system, or merely three separate offices of 
' some common substance : whether, in short, these dilferences 
are organic, or simply functional. But, besides that tlie 
discussion is both obscure and conducted by scholastic hair¬ 
splitting, it has too slight a relation to the main theme before 
us to justify our digressing for what js so little interesting. 

^ BOOK THE FIFTH. 

At this point of tlie conversation, Adeimantus, at the 
suggestion of another person, recalls Socrates to the con¬ 
sideration of that foul blot U])on his tlieory which concerns 
the matrimonial connexions of the army. Not only were 
these to commence in a princiide of unmitigated sensuality 
—selection of wives by public, not by individual choice, 
and with a single reference to physical qualities of strength, 
size, agility—but, which riveted the brutal tendencies of 
such a law, the wives, if wives they could be called, and 
the children that miglit arise from such promiscuous con¬ 
nexions, were to be held the common property of the order. 
Tics of appropriation, links of affection to this woman 
or to that child, were forbidden as a species of treason , 
and if (as in rare cases might happen) after all thfjy sliould 
arise, the parties to such holy, but, Platonically speaking, 
«uch criminal feelings, must conceal them from aU the 
world—must cherish them as a secret cancer at the heart, 
or as a martyrdom repeated in every hour. We represent 
marriages under the beautiful idea of unions. But theso 

T-VTIl. 
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Platonic marriages would be the foulest publication of the 
nuptial sanctities. We call them self-dedications of one 
human creature to another, through the one sole means by 
which nature has made it possible for any exclusive dedica¬ 
tion to be effected. But theKse Platonic marriages would be 
a daily renovation of disloyalty, revolt, and mutual abjura¬ 
tion. We, from human society, transfer a reflex of human 
charities upon inferior natures, when we see the roe-deer, 
for instance, gathering not into herds like their larger 
and more animal brethren, the fallow-deer or the red- 
deer, but into families—two parents everywhere followed 
by their own fawns, loving and beloved. Plato, from the 
brutal world, and from that aspect of the brutal world in 
which it is most bi’utal, transfers a feature of savage gje- 
gariousness which would ultimately disorganize as much as 
it would immediately degrade. In fact, the mere feuds of 
jealousy, frantic hatred, and competitions of authority, 
growing out of such an institution, would break up the 
cohesion of Plato’s republic within a single year. Wo all 
know of such institutions as actually realized ; one case of 
former ages is recorded by Csesar, Strabo, &c. ; another of 
the present day exists amongst the ranges of the Himalaya, 
and has been brouglit by the course of our growing empire 
within British control. But they arc, and have been, con¬ 
nected with tlic most abject condition in other respects ; 
and probably it would be found, if such societies were not 
merely traversed by the glasses of philosophers in one stage 
of their existence, but steadily watched through a succession 
of generations, tliat it is their very necessity rapidly to 
decay, either by absolution into more powerful societies,* 
built on sounder principles, or by inevitable self-extinction. 
Certain it is, that a society so constituted through all its 
orders, could breed no conservative or renovating impulses, 
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since all motives of shame, glory, emulation, would operate 
upon a system untuned, or pitched in a far lower key, 
wherever sexual love and the tenderness of exclusive pre¬ 
ferences were forbidden by law. 

Adeiraantus, by thus calling for a revision of a principle 
so revolting, impersonates to the reader his own feelings, 
He, like the young Athenian, is anxious to find himself in 
sympathy with one reputed to be so great a philosopher ; 
or, at least, he is unwilling to suppose himself so immeasur¬ 
ably removed from sympathy. Htill less can he concede, 
or even suspend, his own principles in a point which does 
not concern taste, or refinement of fcclmg, or transitory 
modes of decorum, or even political interests; in all these 
points, however rudely shocked, he would, in modest 
submission to a great name, have consented to suppose 
himself wrong. But this scruple belongs to no such faculty 
of taste, or judgment, or reasoning ; it belongs to the 
primary conscience. It belongs to a region in which no 
hypothetic assumptions for the sake of argument, no provi¬ 
sional concessions, no neutralizing comj^romiscs are ever 
possible. By two tests is man raised above the brutes : 
1st, As a being capable of religion (which presupposes him 
a being endowed with reason) ; 2dly, As a being capable 
of marriage. And effectually both capacities are thus far 
defeated by Plato—that both have a worm, a principle of 
corrosion, introduced into their several tenures. He does 
not, indeed, foiinally destroy religion ; he supposes himself 
even to purify it; but by tearing away as impostures those 
legends in which, for a pagan, the effectual truth of the 
pagan mythology, as a revelation of power, had its origin 
and its residence, he would have shattered it as an agency 
or a sanction operating on men’s oaths, &c. He does not 
absolutely abobsh marriage, but by limiting its possibility 
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(and how ?—under two restrictions,* the most insidious that 
can be imagined, totally abolishing it for the most honoured- 
order of his citizens, viz., the mihtaiy order ; and abolish¬ 
ing it for those men and women whom nature had previously 
most adorned with her external gifts) he does his utmost 
to degrade marriage, even so far as it is tolerated. Whether 
he designed it or not, in£|,rriage is now no longer a privilege, 
or an honorary distinction. On the contrary, not to be 
married, is a silent proclamation that you arc amongst the 
select children of the state—honoured by your fellow- 
citizens as one of their dcfcjiders—admired by the female 
half of the society as dedicated to a service of danger— 
marked out universally by the public zeal as one who pos¬ 
sesses a physical superiority to other men—lastly, pointed 
out to foreigners for distinction, as belonging to a privileged 
(*las.s. Are you married ? would be a question from which 
every man travelling abroad would shrink, unless he could 
say— No. It would be asking in effect—Arc you of the 

inferior classes, a subaltern commanded by others, or a noble 1 
And the result would be that, like poverty (not pauperism, 
but iiidigi'iice or scanty means) at this day, marriage would 
still have its true, peculiar, and secret blessings, but, like 
poverty again, it would not flourish in the world’s esteem ; 
and, like that, it would prompt a system of efforts and of 
oj)inions tending universally in the very opposite direction. 

Feeling—but, as a i)agau, feeling not very profoundly— 
these truths, Adciraantus calls for explanations (secretly 
expecting modifications) of this offensive doctrine. Socrates, 
however (that is, Plato), offers none but such as are re- 
aflirmations of the doctrine in other words, and with some 
little expansion of its details. The women selected as 
wives in these military marriages, are to be partners with 
the men in martiid labours. Tliis uiisexual distinction will 
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require an unsexiial training. It is, therefore, one derivative 
law in Plato’s Republic, that a certain proportion of the 
young girls arc to receive a masculine education, not merely 
assimilated to that of the men, but by personal association 
of both sexes in the same paloisti'a, identical with that, and 
going on concurrently. 

To this there are two objections anticipated. 

1st, That, as the gymnastic exercises of the ancients 
were performed in a state of nudity (to which fact, com¬ 
bined with the vast variety of^marbles easily worked by 
Grecian tools, some people have ascribed the premature 
excellence in Greece of the plastic arts), such a personal 
exposure would be very trying to female modesty, and 
revolting to masculine sensibilities. I’crhaps no one pas¬ 
sage in the whole works of Plato so powerfully reveals iiis 
visionary state of disregard to the actual in human nature, 
an<l his contempt of human instincts, as this horrible tran¬ 
sition (so abrupt and so total) from the superstitious reserve* 

* Superstitious reserve of Greece:'' —The possibility, however, 
of this Platonic dream as an idealism, together witji the known 
practice of Sparta as a reality, arc interesting as a commentary on 
the real tendencies of that Oriental seclusion and spurious delicacy 
imposed upon women, which finally died away in the Homan system 
of manners ; by what steps, it would be very instructive to truce. 
Meantime, this much is evident—that precisely in a land where this 
morbid dilica(5y was enforced ujDon women, precisely in that land 
(the only one in such circumstances that ever reached an intellectual 
civilisation) where women were abridged in their liberty, men in 
their social refinement, the human race in its^dignity, by the false 
requisitions as to seclusion, and by a delicacy spurious, hollow, and 
‘sensual, precisely there the other extreme was possible, of forcing 
upon women the most pi jfligate exposure, and compelling them, 
amidst tears and shame, to trample on the very instincts of female 
dignity. So reconcilable are extremes, when the earliest extreme is 
laid in the unnatural. 
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of Grecian society, combined, as in this place it is, with 
levity so perfect. Plato repudiates this scruple with some¬ 
thing like contempt. He contends that it is all custom 
and use which regulates such feelings, and that a new 
training msule operative, will soon generate a new standard 
of propriety. Now, with our better views on such points, 
a plain njan would tell the philosopher, that although use, 
no doubt, will reconcile us to much, still, after all, a better 
and a worse in such things does exist, previously to any 
use at all, one way or the other; and that it is the business 
of philosophy to ascertain ttiis better and worse, se, so 
as afterwards to apply the best gravitation of this moral 
agency, called custom, in a way to uphold a known benefit, 
not to waste it upon a doubtful one, still less upon one 
which, to the first guiding sensibilities of man, appears 
dangerous and shocking. If, hereafter, in these martial 
women, Plato should, under any dilemma, have to rely upon 
ffcmininc qualities of dclicaty or tenderness, he might happen 
to flml that, with the characteristic and sexual qualities of 
his n omen, he had uprooted all the rest of their distinguish¬ 
ing graces ; that for a single purpose, arbitrary even in his 
system, he had sacrificed a power that could not be replaced. 
All this, however, is dismissed as a trivial scruple. 

2dly, There is another scruple, however, which weighs 
more heavily with Plato, and receives a more pointed 
answer. The objection to a female soldier or a gladiatrix 
might be ai)i)lied on a far different principle—not to what 
seems, hut to ’’vhat actually is —not by moral sentiment, but 
by physiology. Habit might make us callous to the spec¬ 
tacle of unfeminirie exposures; but habit cannot create 
qualities of muscular strength, hardihood, or patient endur^ 
ance, where nature has denied them. These qualities may 
be improved, certainly, in women, as they may in men ; but 
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Btill, as the improved woman in her athletic character must 
still be compared with the improved man, the scale, the 
proportions of difference, will be kept at the old level. And 
thus the old prejudice—^that women are not meant (because 
not fitted by nature) for j|||like tasks—will revolve upon 
us in the shape of a phUol^hic truth. 

To a certain extent, Plato indirectly admits this, for (as 
will be seen) practically he allows for it in his subsequent 
institutions. But he restricts the principle of female inap¬ 
titude for war by the following suggestion :—The present 
broad distribution of the human species, according to which 
courage and the want of courage—muscular strength and 
weakness—are made to coincide with mere sexual distinc¬ 
tions, he rejects as false—not groundless—for there is a 
perceptible tendency to that ditterence—but still false for 
ordinary purposes. It may have a popular truth. But 
here, when the question is about philosophic possibilities • 
and extreme ideals, he insists upon substituting for this 
popular generality a more severe valuation of the known 
facts. He proposes, therefore, to divide the human race 
upon another principle. Men, though it is the character¬ 
istic tendency of their sex to be courageous, are not all 
courageous; men, though sexually it is their tendency to 
be strong, are not all strong: many are so j but some, in 
the other extreme, are both timid and feeble : others, again, 
present us with a compromise between both extremes. By 
a parity of logic, women, though sexually and constitu¬ 
tionally unwarlike, pass through the same graduated range ; 
upon which scale, the middle qualities in them may answer 
to the lower qualities in the other sex—the higher to the 
middle. It is possible, therefore, to make a selection amongst 
the entire female, population, of such as are fitted to take 
their share in garrison duty, in the duty of military posts 
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or of sentries, and even, to a certain extent, in the extreme 
labours of the field. Plato countenances the belief that, 
allowing for the difference in muscular power of women, 
considered as animals (a mere difference of degree), there is no 
essential difference, as to i>owe||tod capacities, between the 
human male and the female, ^ronsidering the splendour of 
his name (weighty we cannot call a man’s authority whom so 
few profess to have read, but imposing at the least), it is as¬ 
tonishing that in the agitation stirred by the modern brawlers, 
from Mary Wollstonecraft downwards, in behalf of female 
pretensions to power, no more use should have been drawn 
from the disinterested sanction of Plato to these wild inno¬ 
vations. However, it will strike many, that even out of 
that one inferiority conceded by Plato, taken in* connexion 
with tlio frequent dependencies of wives and mothers upon 
liuman forbearance and humou aids, in a way irreconcilablci 
with war, those inferences might be forced one after one, 
which would soon restore (as a direct logical consequence) 
tliat state of female dependency, which at prc.sent nature 
and providence so beautifully accomplish through the gen¬ 
tlest of human feelings. Even Plato is obliged in practice 
to allow rather more on account of his one sole concession 
than his j^romises would have warranted ; for ho stipulates 
that these young gladiatrices and other figurantes in the 
paliestra, shall not be put upon difficult or dangerous trials ; 
living in our day, he would have introduced into H. M.’s 
navy a class of midshipwomen ] but would have exempted 
them, we presume, from all the night-watches, and from 
going aloft lliis,, howeyer, might have been mere consi¬ 
deration f®r the tenderness of youth. But again, in mature 
life, though he orders that the wives and the children 
shall march with the armed force to the seat of the cam- 
paign, and on the day of battle shall make their appearance 
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in the rear (an unpleasant arrangement in our clay of flying 
artillery and rocket brigade), he does not insist on their 
mixing in the m^lee. Their influence with the fighting 
division of the army, is to lie in their visible presence. But 
surely at this point, Plato overlooked the elaborate depression 
of that influence which his own system had been nursing. 
Personal presence of near female relatives, whctlier in storms 
at sea, or in battles, has always been supposed to work more 
mischief by distracting the commander’s attention, than 
good by reminding him of his domestic ties. And since the 
loss of an East Indiaman (the Halsewell) about seventy years 
ago, in part ascribed to the presence of the captain’s two 
daughters, the rules of the British service, we believe, have 
circumsdRbed the 2JOSsibility of such very doubtful influences. 
But, in Plato’s Republic, the influences must have been 
much more equivocal. A number of women and a number 
of children are supposed to be ranged on an eminence in 
the background. Tlie women were undoubtedly, or liad 
been, mothers ; but to wliicli of the children individually, 
and whether to any living child, was beyond their power to 
guess. On the assumption that any child to which, in 
former years, they might have given birth, were still in 
existence, then jn’obably that child would be found amongst 
the young column of lookers-on in the rear. But, as to the 
men, even tliis conditional knowledge is impossible.* Mul- 

* What I mean is—that each individual amongst the women could 
know for certain whether she ever had been a parent, though not 
whether she still continued such: but to tho men even tin's limited 
knowledge was denied. Their own hypothetic interest in the young 
rear-guard who wore snatching a holiday spectacle from the bloody 
conflict of their possible papas, would tnerefore reasonably sink below 
zero. It is to be hoped that Plato would not forbid the soldiers to 
distribute an occasional kicking amongst these young scoundrgls, who 
would doubtless he engaged in betting on the several events as at 
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tiplied precautions have been taken, that it may be impos¬ 
sible. From the moment of birth the child has been 
removed to an establishment whore the sternest measures 
are enforced to confound it beyond all power of recognition 
with the crowd of previous children. The object is to place 
a bar between this recognition and everybody ; the mother 
and all others alike. Can a cup of water be recovered 
when poured off into the Danube? Equally impossible, 
if Plato’s intentions are fulfilled, to recover traces of iden¬ 
tification with respect to any one of the public children. 
The public family, therefore, of wives and children are pre¬ 
sent, but with what probable result upon the sensibilities 
of the men, we leave the reader to determine, when we have 
put him in possession of Plato’s motive to all this Unnatural 
interference with human aflections. Why had he from the 
first applied so lai'ge a body of power (wasted power, if not 
utilised) to the suppression of what most legislators would 
look to for their highest resources ? It seems bad mechanics 
to convert that into a resistance, requiring vast expense 
of engineering to overcome it, which might obviously have 
been treated as a power of the firsfr magnitude for overcom¬ 
ing other and inevitable resistance. Strong reasons must 
be brought for such an inversion of the ordinary procedure. 
What arc they in Plato’s system ? Simply this : that from 
individual marriages and separate childicn, not only many 
feuds arise between man and man, family and family; a 
private interest is established as against other private inter¬ 
ests j but also a private parental interest is established in 
another sense, namely, against the public; a parental or 
family interest, differing from the public state interest, and 
often enough in mortal hostility to that interest. 

a maini 0 f game cocks—an amusement so extensively patronized by 
riato himself. 
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Be it so : a danger, a pressure, is exposed by Plato in 
one direction—confronted by wliat» we Christians should 
think a far heavier in another j or, to express it more 
strictly, a gain is sought in one direction—which gain seems 
to us fatally compensated by loss in another. But that is 
part of Plato’s theory —that he confronts witJi his eyes open 
—and so far it might seem false logic to oppose him, because 
it is one of the postulates in effect on which his system rests. 
But we have a right to demand consistency : and, when 
Plato brings the wives and children on the field of battle 
in order to sustain the general sentiment of patriotism, he 
is virtually depending upon that power which he had pre¬ 
viously renoujiced \ he is tlirowing the weight of his reliance 
upon a providential arrangement which he had tossed aside 
not as useless merely, but as vicious; he is clinging in his 
distress to those sanctities, conjugal and parental, of which 
he had stiid in his self-confidence—“ Behold ! I will give 
you something better.” And tolei’ably sure we are, that, 
had Plato prosecuted the details of his theory into more of 
their circumstantialities, or had he been placed under the 
torture of a close polemic review, he would have been found 
reviving for its uses, and for its solution of many perplexi¬ 
ties in practice, tJiat very basis of female honour and 
modesty, which by his practice and by Iiis professions he 
has so earnestly laboured to destroy. 

The reader will arrive probably at a pretty fixed opinion 
as to the service for state purposes likely to arise from this 
exhibition of a clamorous nurseiy, children and nurses, upon 
the field of battle. As a flag, banner, or ensign, if Plat(^ 
could ill any way contrive that the army should regard the 
nurs(^ry militant as the sacred depository of their martial 
honour, then it is probable that men would fight desperately 
for ihM considered as a trophy, which they regarded but 
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lightly as a household memorial. But this would be unat¬ 
tainable. Even witlv us, and our profounder Christian 
fcelings, the women attendant upon an army (who, in the 
Tliirty Years’ War, on the Catliolic side often amounted to 
another army) have never been elevated into a “pignus 
sanctum militiie.” The privates and suUiltern officers 
miglit readily have come into such a view ; but the com¬ 
mander-in-chief with his staff would have set their faces 
against so dangerous a principle—it would have fettered 
the movements of an anny too much; and in most cases 
would defeat any sudden manoeuvres in the presence of an 
enemy. Merc justice to human powers demands that the 
point of honour fjr armies, or for sections of armies (such 
as regiments, &(j.), should be placed in that which can 
move concun'ently with the main body, no matter for roads, 
weather, want of provisions, or any other circumstances. 
Even artillery, therefore, tliough a subject of martial jealousy, 
is not made absolutely coincident with the point of martial 
honour. And another consideration is this—that not only 
no oljjcct ever can be raised into tha£ mode of dignity when 
all members of the army are not parties to its consecration, 
but even tlie enemy must be a party to this act. Accord- 
fhe sanctity of the flag, as the national honour in 
a symbolic forai confided to a paidicular officer, is an 
inherittince transmitted downwards through many genera¬ 
tions of evciy nation in Christendom. Now, if Plato’s 
republic were even able to translate the point of hononr 
(which for the Creeks consisted in a ritual celebration of 
the battle by sacrifices, together with a choral chant, and 
also in the right to erect a frail memorial of the victory *) 

* " Frail,''' not from any indisposition to gasconade: hut there was 
ft dark superstition which frightened the Greeks from raising any 
durable monuments to a triumph over Greeks: judicial calamities 
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to the capture or preservation of the women and children, 
—still this change could not win a general ratification ; for 
the neighbouring states would not be persuaded to terms of 
“ reciprocity.” What! not if they also were Platonic states? 
Ay, but that is impossible ; for Plato himself lays the 
foundation of hope, and the prospects of conquest, for his 
own state, in the weakness (growing out of luxury, as also 
out of the conjugal and i)arental relations) presumable 
throughout the neighbouring states. 

These ambulatoiy nurseries, therefore, m’ver eoulO be 
made to interest the honour even of a Platonic army, since 
no man would consent to embark his own honour ui)on a 
stake to which the enemy affonled no corresponding stake. 
Always to expose your own honour to loss with no rever¬ 
sionary gain under any contingency; always to sufler 
anxiety in your own person with no possibility of retaliating 
this anxiety upon the enemy—would have been too iiiucli 
for the temper of Socrates ; and we fear that he would 
have left even Xantippe herself, with all her utensils of 
every kind, as a derelict for the benefit of the enemy in dry 
weather, when a deluge from upper windows might not have 
been unwelcome. But if no honour were pledged upon the 
nursery in the rear, tlie next step would ertainly be, that 
under difficult circumstances, stress of weather, short pr(j- 
visions, or active light cavalry in the rear, the nursery would 
become the capital nuisance of the army. Ambulatory 
hospitals, though so evidently a personal interest of the 
nearest kind, are trying to soldiers when overworked ; but 
ambulatory nurseries, with no intelligible motive for their 
presence, continual detachments and extra guards on iJveir 

would desceud upon the victors, l^emcsis would be upon their 
haunches, if they exulted too loudly. Stone, therefore, marble, and 
brass, were forbidden materials for the tropoBi^i they were always 
made of wood. If not, look out for squalls ahc^l! 
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account, with an enemy laughing at the nursery uproai's, 
would cause a mutiny even if Plato were there in person. 
Sentiment but ill accords with the gross realities of business, 
as Charles Lamb illustrated (rather beyond the truth in that 
case), with regard to Lord Camelford’s corpse, when clear* 
ing the custom-house for interment under an aged tree in 
Switzerland ; and to hawk along with an army a menagerie 
of spectators, against a day of battle, would be an arrange¬ 
ment so little applicable to any but select expeditions, that 
the general overturn of nursery waggons once a day, with 
constant fracture of skulls, would be the least tragical issue 
within reasonable expectation. Not being “sacred,” as 
depositaries of honour, tiny would soon rank as curses. 
And si»eaking gravely, when we reflect on the frequency, 
even in Christian lands, with which, under the trials of 
extreme i)ovcrty, the parental lie gives way—what other 
I’esult than open insubordination could be expected from 
a plan which was fida})ted to a mere melo-draniatic eflect, 
at the price of comfort to the army throughout the whole 
campaign ? Not being a.ssociated wj^th patriotic honour, as 
wo have endeavoured to show, and the parental tie being so 
aerial in any case where neither mother nor ehild belonged 
to the individual, but also so exceedingly questionable in 
the case of Plato’s artiflees for concealment having succeeded 
to the letter—what visionary statesmanship would it prove 
to build for so much as a day’s service, or for an extra effort, 
upon the presence of those who could have little other value 
in the soldier’s eye than that they were natives of the same 
city with himse'f! 

Even this, however, is not the worst : pursuing to the 
last the regulations of Plato, the reader is more and more 
surprised by the unconscious inconsistency which emerges : 
for whilst recollecting the weight of service—the stress 
which Plato has thrown upon the parental affection in this 
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case—he finds still further proof of the excessive degrada¬ 
tion to which Plato has reduced the rank of that affection 
as a moral principle ; in short, he finds him loading it with 
responsibility as a duty, whilst he is destroying it as an 
honour, and polluting it as an enjoyment. L<;t us follow 
the regulations to their end :—The guardians of the state, 
as they arc called in their civil relation, the soldiers, as 
they are called with respect to foreign states and to ene¬ 
mies in general, have been originally selected for their 
superior qualities of body. Tlius the most natural (because 
the most obvious) grounds of personal vanity, are here at 
once consecrated by state preference and peculiar rank. In 
civilized states, these advantages being met and thwarted 
at every turning by so many higher modes of personal dis¬ 
tinction—knowledge, special* accofnplisliments applicable to 
special difficulties, intellect generally, experience large and 
comprehensive, or local and peculiar—riches, popular influ¬ 
ence, high birth, splendid connexions; the consequence is, 
that mere physical advantages rank as the lowiist class of 
pretensions, and practically are not of much avail, except 
as regards beauty when eminent ij^ women, though even for 
that the sphere is narrow; since what woman, by mere 
beauty, ever drew after her such a train of admirers as a 
few of our modern female writers in verse ? Consequently 
the arrogance in these soldiers of Plato, finding themselves 
at once acknowledged as the best models of physical excel¬ 
lence in the state; and also, in the second place, raised to 
the rank of an aristocracy on account of this excellence, 
would be unlimited. It would be crossed by no rival 
mode of excellence—since no other would be recognised . 
and countenanced by the state. 

With this view of their own vast superiority, naturally— 
and, in a state conformed to that mode of thinking, almost 
excusably—looking upoji their own rank as a mere concession 
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of justice to their claims of birth, the soldiers would review 
their condition in other respects. They would then find 
that, under the Platonic laws, they enjoyed two advantages, 
viz., first, a harem, furnished with the select women of the 
state, having precisely the sort of personal pre-eminence cor¬ 
responding to their own ; a modern Mahometan polygamy, 
in fact, but without that appropriation which constitutes the 
luxury of Mahometan principles ; secondly, a general pre¬ 
cedency. On the other hand, to balance these privileges, 
and even with the most dissolute men greatly to outweigh 
tlicm, they would find— 

1. That they had, and could have, no property ; not a 
fragment : even tlieir arms would be the property of the 
state ; even the dress of mail, in which the tWAtrat or men- 
at-anns (heavy-armed cuirassier^, or cataphractoi), must be 
arrayed, would return to the oTrXoOrjK't]^ or arsenal^ in time 
of peace : not a ehatt(!l, article of furniture, or personal 
ornament, but would hayc a jaiblic staiuj), as it were, upon 

it, making it felony to sell, or give, or excliaiige it. It is 

• 

true that, to reconcile the honourable men, the worshipful 
paupers to this austere gystem, Plato tells us—that the 
other order of citizens will not be rich : nobody, in fact, 
wiU be allowed to possess any great wealth. But there is 
still a difference between something and nothing. And 
then, as to this supposed maximum of riches which is to b('. 
adopted, no specific arrangements are shown, by which, in 
consistency with any freedom of action, further accumula¬ 
tion can be intercepted, or actual possession ascertained. 

2. “ But,” says Plato, “ what would the fellows want 
. with property ? Food, is it ? Have they not that food 

at the public cost; and better for their health than any 
which they would choose ? Drink—is there not the river 'i 
Aiid if by ill luck it should happen to prove a 
or mountain torrent dependent upon floods and upon snows 
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melting in summer, is there not the rain at all times in 
cisterns and tanks, for those who prefer it 1 Shoemakers 
and weavers—(if it is shoes and tunics they want)—are 
they not working throughout the year for their benefit ?” 
All this is true; but still they are aware that their own 
labours cind hardships have a money value which would 
ainjily earn food and clothes : and that, on the general 
scale of remuneration for mercenary soldiership in Greec^e, 
adding their dangers to their daily Avork, they might obtain 
enongli to purchase even such criminal sui)ci'fluities as wine. 

3. At present, again, this honoured class have many 
wives ; none of their felloAv-citizcns more than one. But 
here, again, what a mockeiy of tlie truth ! that one ift 
really and exclushcly the wife of him wdiom she has mar¬ 
ried ; dedicates her love and attentions and her confidential 
secrecy to that man only ; knows and retains hiT own chil¬ 
dren in her oavii keeping; and these children regard their 
own parents as their oavu s(j1c benefactors. Hoav gladly 
would the majority of the guardians, after two years’ ex¬ 
perience of the dissolute barrack, aceei)t in exchange the 
quiet and hallowed privacy of the artisan’s cottage ! 

4. The soldiers again, it is urged, enjoy something of that 
which sweetens a sailor’s life, and keeps it from homely 
insipidity—viz., the prospect of mlventure, and of foreign 
excursions : even danger, kept Avilhin just limits, is a mode 
of pleasurable stimulation. But under AAdiat restriction do 
the Platonic soldiery enjoy these prospects of peril and 
adventure 1 Never but on a service of peculiar hardship. 
For it is a badge of tlieir slavery to |)iiblic uses, that for 
them only there exists no liberty of foreign travel. All 
the rest, throughout the city, may visit foreign lands : the 
honourable class only is confined to the heartless tumult of 
its dissolute barracks. 

L 2 
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Plato evidently felt these bitter limitations of free agency 
to be, at the same time, oppressive and degrading. Still he 
did not think himself at liberty to relax them. His theory 
he conceived to bo a sort of watch-work, which would keep 
moving if all the parts were kept in their places, but would 
stop on any disturbance of their interactions. Not being 
able to give any relief, the next thing was—to give compen¬ 
sation. And accordingly, in addition to the sensual bait 
of polygamy already introduced as the basis of his plan, ho 
now proceeds to give a still wider licence to appetite. It 
takes the shape of a dispensation in practice, from a previous 
special restriction in one particular direction : the whole 
body of guardians and their female associates, or “ wives,” 
arc excluded from conjugal intercourse except within strict 
limits as to age ; from the age of twenty to forty for the 
womciii, of thirty to fifty for tlic men, is the range within 
which they are supposed to be capable of producing a 
healthy race of children. Within those limits they arc 
licensed : not furtlu'r. But, by way of compensation, un 
limited concubinage is tolerated for the seniors ; with this 
one dreadful proviso—that any children born from such 
connexions, as presumably not possessing the physical 
stamina, or other personal advantages looked for from more 
carefully selcided parents, must be murdered. Bom of 
fathers who possess no personal property, these children 
could have no jiatrimony; nor succeed to any place as 
a mechanic artisan, or labourer. Succeeding to a state 
father, they succ(“cd to nothing ; they are thrown as waifs 
or strays on the ststc bounty ; and for that they are not 
eligible, as not having been born within the privilege of the 
state regulations. No party, therefore, known to the state 
being responsible for their maintenance, they must die. . 
And because the ancients had a scruple (no scruple of 
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mercy or of relenting conscience, but of selfish supersti¬ 
tion) as to taking life by violence from any creature not 
condemned under some law, the mode of death must be by 
exposure on the open hills; where either the night air, or 
the fangs of a wolf, oftentimes of the great dogs, still pre¬ 
served in most parts of Greece (and traced back to the 
days of Homer as the public nuisances of travellers), usually 
l)ut an end to tlic uiiotrending creature’s life. 

Now, with this sensual bounty on infanticide, and this 
regular machinery for calling into existence such ill-fated 
blossoms on the tree of life, and for immediately strewing 
them on the ground by the icy wind of death, cutting 
adrift the little boat to go down the Niagara of violent 
death, in the very next night after its launching on its 
unknown river of life—could Plato misconceive the result ? 
could he wish to misconceive it, as regarded the pieties of 
parental love*^ To make human life cheaper and more 
valueless than that of the brutes—is that the way to 
cherish the sanctity of parental affection ; upon which 
affection, however, elsewhere, Plato throw's so heavy a • 
burden of duty ? 

Plato would have been surprised, had he anticipated the 
discoveries of modern experience as to the cflect of mar¬ 
riages so assorted in point of age as he has supposed. This 
one arrangement, by mere disproportion of the sexes, would 
have introduced strange dj^turbances into his system.* But 
for general purposes, it is more important to remark—that 
the very indulgences of Plato are sensual : from a system 
in itself sensual in the most cruel d^rce, Plato grants a 
dispensation only to effect a Otaheitian carnival of licentious 

* Sto Sadler and others on the relations of age in the two parties 
to a marriage—as the effectual determining causes of in tin.- 
children born from such marriage. 
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appetite, connected with a contempt of human life, which is 
excessive even for paganism ; since in that the exposure of 
children was allowed as a relief from supposed evils of 
nature; or (as we now see in Oude, and heretofore in Cutch) 
was practised by way of relief from what were regarded as 
social evils, viz., the necessity, in the absence of infanticide, 
which arose for giving daughters in marriage to men that 
were their inferiors in birth ; whereas here, under the system 
of Plato, the evil is self-created by the cruel and merciless 
philosopher with the view of meeting and counteracting 
niinous results which nobody had caused but himself. 



SORTILEGE ON BEHALF OF A 
LITERARY INSTITUTION. 


Suddenly, about the middle of February, I received a 
request for some contribution of my own proper writing to 
a meditated Album of a new Literary Institution, called 
the Athenaium, in a great western city. What was to be 
done 1 The 13th of the month had already dawned be¬ 
fore the request readied me; “ return of post” was the 
sharp limitation notified v;ithin which my communication 
must revolve ; whilst the request itself was dated Febniary 
10th : so that already three “ returns of post” had finished 
their brief career on earth. I am not one of those people 
who, in respect of bread, insist on the discretionary allow¬ 
ance {pain d discrHloji^ of Paris restaurants ; but, in respect 
to time, I do. Positively, for all eflbrts of thought I must 
have time d discretion. And thus it happened that theie 
was no resource available but one; which was this :—In 
my study I liavo a bath, large enough to sAvim in, provided 
the swimmer, not being an ambitious man, is content with 
going ahead to the extent of three indies at the utmost. 
This bath, having been superseded (jxs regards its original 
purpose) by a bettej', has yielded a secondary service to 
me as a reservoir for my MSS. Filled to the brim it is 
by papers of all sorts and sizes. Every paper written 
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hy me, to me, for me, of or concemiri^ me, and, finally, 
against me, is to be found, after an impossible search, in 
this capacious repertory. Those papers, by the way, that 
come under the last (or hostile) subdivision, are chiefly com¬ 
posed by shoemakers and tailors—an affectionate class of 
men, who stick by one to the last like pitch-plasters. One 
admires this fidelity ; but it shows itself too often in wasp¬ 
ishness, and all the little nervous irritabilities of attachment 
too jealous. They are wretched if they do not continually 
hear what one is “ about,” what one is “ up to,” and which 
way one is going to travel. Me, because I am a political 
economist, they plague for my private opinions on the cur¬ 
rency, especially on that part of it which consists in bills at 
two years after date ; and they always want an answer by 
return of post.—Now, from this reservoir I resolved to 
draw sojiio ])ai)or for the use of the Atlienaeum. It was 
my fixed determination that this Institution should receive 
full justice, so far as human precautions could secure it. 
Four dips into the bath I decreed that the Athenaeum should 
have; whereas an individual man, however hynerbolicallv 
illustrious, could have had but one. On the other hand, 
the Athenaeum must really content itself with what fortune 
might send, and not murmur at me as if I had been 
playing with loaded dice. To cut off all pretence for such 
allegations, I rtiqnestcd the presence of three young ladies, 
haters of everything unfair, as female lawyers, to watch 
the proceedings on behalf of the Athenaeum, to see*that the 
dipping wen* on correctly, and also to advise the court in 
case of any difficulties arising. At six, p.m., .all was reported 
right for starting in my study. The bath had been brilli¬ 
antly illuminated from above, so that no tricks could be 
played in that quarter; sind the young man who was to 
execute the dips had finished dressing in a new potato-sack, 
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with holes cut through the bottom for his li^s. Now, as 
the sack was tied with distressing tightness about his throat, 
leaving only a loop-hole for his right arm to play freely, it 
is clear that however sincerely frauduftnt in his intentions, 
and in possible collusion with myself, he could not assist 
me by secreting any papers about his person, or by any other 
knavery that we might wish to perpetrate. The young 
ladies having taken their seats in stations admirably chosen 
for overlooking any iiregular movements, the proceedings 
opened. The inaugural stej) was made in a neat speech from 
myself, complaining that I was the object of unjust suspicions, 
aud endeavouring to re-establish my chai’acter for absolute 
purity of intentions j but, I regret to saj'^, ineffectually. I 
declared with some warmth, that in the bath, but whereabouts 
I could not guess, there lay a particular 2 )aper which I valued 
as equal to the half of my possessions : “ But for all that,” I 
went on, “ if our honourable friend in the potato sack should 
chance to haul up this very paper, I am resolved to stand 
by the cvejit, yes, in that case, to the half of my kingdom 
I will express my interest in the Institution. Should even 
that prize be drawn, out of this house it sliall pack oft' to 
the Athenmuin this very night.” Upon this, the leader of the 
attorneys, whom, out of honour to Shaksijcrc,* I may as well 
call Portia, chilled my enthusiasm disagreeably by saying— 
“ There was no occasion for any extra zeal on my 2 )art in 
such an event, since, as to packing out of this house to the 
Athenajum, she and her learned sisters would take good care 
that it did —in fact, I was to have no merit whatever I 
did.|^Upon this, by way of driving £vway the melancholy 
caused by the obstinate prejiulices of the attorneys, I called 
for a glass of wine, and, turning to the west, I drank the 


* Merchant of Venice. 
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iiealth of the ilthcnajum, under the allegoric idea of a young 
lady about to come of ago and enter upon the enjoyment of 
her estates. “ Here’s to your prosperity, my dear lass,” 
I said ; “ you’re v&ty young ; but that’s a fault which, 
according to the old Greek adage, is mending every day; 
and I’m sure you’ll always continue as amiable as you are 
now towards strangers in distress for books and journals. 
Never grow churlish, my dear, as some of your sex are” 
(saying which, I looked savagely at Portia). And then, I 
made the signal to the young man for getting to work— 
Portia’s eyes, as I noticed privately, brightening like a 
liawk’s. “ Prepare lo dip I called aloud ; and soon after 
—“ Dip r At the “ prepare^' Potato-sack went on his 
right knee (his face being at right angles to the bath); at the 
“ Dip !” he plunged his riglit arm into the billowy ocean 
of papers. For one minute he worked amongst them as if 
he had been pulling an oar; and then, at the peremptory 
order “ Haul up /” he raised aloft in air, like Brutus reful¬ 
gent from tlie stroke of Caesar, his booty. It was handed, 
of course, to the attorneys, who showed a little female 
curiosity at first, for it was a letter with the seal as yet 
unbroken, and might prove to be some old love-letter of my 
writing, recently sent back to mo by the Dead-Letter OflSce. 
It still looked fresh and blooming. So, if there was no prize 
for tlie Athenyeum, there miglit still bo an interesting secret 
for the benefit of the attorneys. Wliat it was, and what 
each successive haul netted, I will register under corre¬ 
sponding nun?bers. 

No. l.-^This wqs a dinner invitation for the of 
February, which I had neglected to open. It was, as bill- 
brokers say, “ coming to maturity,” but luckily not past due. 
(in which case you hscvc but a poor remedy), for it had still 
two days to run before it could be presented for payment. A 
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debate arose with the attorneys—Whether this might not do 
for the Alhuniy in default of any better haul 1 I argued for 
the affirmative—that, although a dinner invitation cannot 
in reason be looked to for very showy writing, its motto being 
IJsse quam videri (which is good Latin for—7b eat* rather 
than make believe to eat, as at Barmecide banquets), yet, put 
the case that I should sefad this invitation to the Atheu- 
leum, accompanied with a power-of-attorncy to eat the 
dinner in my stead—miglit not that solid bonus as an 
enclosure weigh down the levity of the letter considered 
as a contribution to the Albumy and take otf the edge of 
the Athena3iim’s displeasure ? Portia argued contra —that 
such a thing was impossible ; because the Athenaeum had 
2000 inouths, and wmuld, therefore, require 2000 dinners; 
—aff argument which I admitted to be showy, but, legally 
speaking, hardly tenable : because the Athcnocum had 
power to appoint a ])lenipotentiary—^somc man of immense 
calibre—to eat the dinner, as representative of the collective 
2000. What there was to laugh at I don’t see ; but at this 
hot skirmish between me and Portia, Potato-sack began to 
laugh so immoderately, that I was obliged to pull him up by 
giving the "word rather imijcriously—“ Prepare to dip /” 
Before he could obey, I was myself pulled up by Portia, with 
a triumph in her eye that alarmed me. She and her sister 
attorneys had been examining the dinner invitation— 

“ And,” said Portia maliciously to me, “ it’s quite correct ; 

* to eat •—The reader, who inaj’^ chance to he no grpat scholar 
as re^Wls Latin, will yet pcftiaps be aware of tliis meaning attached 
of old to the verb froir a Latin enign'a current amongst school¬ 
boys, viz., Pei eat caput, wdiich at first sight seems to say that the 
foot is the head: bat in the true version means— Pea [in its secondary 
sense, the same as Pediculua —an insect not to be namodj eat, eats— 
caput, the head. 

M—VIII. 
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as you observe there are two days good to the dinnci 
hour on the 15th. Only, by misfortune, the letter is in the 
wrong year ; it is four years old !” Oh ! fancy the horror of 
this ; since, besides the mortification from Portia’s victory, 
I had perhaps narrowly escaped an indictment from the 
plenipotentiary for sending him what might* woii; be con¬ 
sidered a swindle. I hurried to* cover my confusion, by 
issuing the two orders Prepare to dip P* and Dip P 
almost in the same breath. No. 1, after all the waste of 
legal learning' upon it, had suddenly burst like a soap- 
bubble ; and the greater stress of expectation, therefore, 
had now settled on No. 2. Witli considerable trepidation 
of voice, I gave the final order—“ Haul up /” 

No. 2.—It m disagreeable to mention that this haul 
brought up “a dun.” Disgust was written upon 0very 
countenance ; and I fear tliat suspicion began to thicken 
upon myself, as having possibly (from my personal experi¬ 
ence in these waters) indicated to our young friend where 
to dredge for duns with most chance of success. Bui I 
protest fervently my innocence. It is true that I had my¬ 
self long remarked that part of the channel to bo danger¬ 
ously infested with duns. In searching for literary or 
philosophic papers, it would often happen for an hour to¬ 
gether that I brought up little else than variegated speci¬ 
mens of the dun. And one vast bank there was, which I 
called the Goodwin Sands, because nothing within the 
memory of man was ever known to bo hauled up from it 
except eternal varieties of the dun—some grey with anti¬ 
quity, some of a n^tral tint, som^ green and livelyj^pIVith 
grief it was that I had'seen our dipper shoaling his water 
toward® that dangerous neighbourhood. But what could I 
do ? If I had warned him off, Portia would have been sure 
to fancy that there was some great oyster-bed or pearl-fishery 
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ill that region; and all I should have effected by my honesty 
would have been a general conviction of my treachery. !Ex- 
actly below that very spot where he had dipped, lay, as 
stationary as if he had been anchored, a huge and ferocious 
dun of great anti(iuity. Age had not "at all softened the 
atrocious expression of llis countenance, but rather aided it 

m 

by endowing him with a tawny hue. The size of this monster 
was enormous, nearly two square feet; and I fancied at 
times that, in spite of his extreme old ago, he had not done 
growing. I know him but too well; because whenever I 
liappened to soarch.in that region of the bath, let me be 
seeking what 1 would, and let me miss what I might, 
always I was sure to haul up hvn whom I never v{^nted to 
see again. Sometimes I even found him basking on the 
veiy summit of the papers ; and I conceived an idea, 
which may be a mere fancy, that he came up for air in 
particular states of the atmosphere. At present he was n(ft 
basking on the surface ; better for the Athenoctim if he 
had: for then the young man would have been cautious. 
Not being above, he was certainly below, and underneath 
the very centre of the dqipcr’s plunge. Unable to control 

my feelings, I cried out—“ Bear away to the right!” But 

■ 

Portia protested with energy against this intermeddling of 
mine, as perfidy too obvious. “ Well,” I said, “ have it 
your own way : you'll see what will happen.” 

No. 3.—This, it is needless to say, turned out the horrid 
(dd shark, as I had long christened him : I knew his vast 
]n*oportions, and his bilious aspect, the moment that the 
hm^ng-up commenced, which in hi% case occupied some 
time. ^ Portia was the more angry, because she had thrown 
away her right to express any auger by neutralizing my 
judicious interference. She grew even more angry, because 
I, though sorry for the Athenaeum, really could not help 
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laughing when 1 saw the truculent old wretch expanding 
his huge dimensions—all umbered by time and ill-temper 
—under the eyes of the wondering young ladies ; so mighty 
was the contrast between this sallow behemoth and a rose- 
coloured little billet' of their own. By tfie way, No. 2 had 
been a specimen of the dulcet dun* breathing only zephyrs 
of request and persuasion; but this No. 3 was a specimen 
of the polar opi)osite—the dun horrific and Gorgonian— 
blowing great guns of menace. As ideal specimens in their 
several classes, might they not have a value for the Trmseum 
of the Athenaeum, if it has one, or e^jen for the Album I 
This was my suggestion, but overmled, like everything else 
that I pi;oi)osed; and on the ground that a great city had 
too vast a conscrvatoiy of duns, native and indigenous, to 
need any exotic specimens. This settled, we hurried to 
the next dip, which, being by contract the last, made us 
all nervous. 

No. 4.—This, alas ! turned out a lecture addressed to 
myself by an ultra-moral friend ; a lecture on procrastina¬ 
tion ; and not badly written. I feared that something o^ 
the sort was coining; for, at the moment of dipping, I 
called out to the dipper—“ Starboard your helm ! you’re 
going smack upon the Goodwins : in thirty seconds you’ll 
founder.” Upon this, in an agony of fright, the dipper 
forged off, but evidently quite unaware that vast spurs 
stretched off from the Goodwins—shoals and sand-banks— 
whore it was mere destniction to sail without a sfiecial 
knowledge of the soundings. He had run upon an ethical 
sand-bank. “ Yet, after all, since this is to be the last djjf,” 
said Portia, “ if the lecture is well written, might it not be 
acceptable to the Athenaeum 1” “ Possibly,” I replied ; 

“ but it IS too personal. I could not allow myself to be 
dilvertised in a book as a procrastinator on principle, unless 
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tho AtlicnjEum would add a postscript under its official 
seal, expressing entire disbelief of the accusation, which I 
have private reasons for thinking that the Athenseuna may 
decline to do.” 

“ Well, then,” said Portia, “ as you wilfully rob tJie 
Athenaeum of No. 4, wliicli by contract is tho undoubted 
property of that body, then you are bound to give us a 
fifth dip ; particularly as you’ve been so treacherous all 
along.” In the tone of an injured man I cried out, “ My 
friend Potato-sack ! will you (piictly listen to this charge 
upon me ? If it is a crime in me to know, and in you not 
to know, where the Goodwins lie, why, then, let you and 
me sheer off to the other side of the room, and let Portia 
try if she can do better. I allow her motion. I graiit 
a fifth dip : and the more because it is an old saying 
—that there is luck in odd numbers : numero deus 
impare gaudet; only I must request of Portia to be the 
dipper on this final occasion.” All the three attorneys 
flushed a rosy red on this unexpected summons. It 
was one thing to criticise, but quite another thing to 
undertake the performance : and the fair attorneys trembled 
for their professional reputation. Secretly, however, I 
whispered to Potato-sack, “ You’ll see now, such is female 
art and readiness, that, whatever sort of monster they 
haul up, they’ll proclaim it a great prize, and contrive 
to extract some use from it that may jdace us in the 
wrong.” 

No. 5. —Thrilling, therefore, were the doubts, feans, ex> 
peotations of us all, when Portia “ prepared to dip,” and 
secondly “dipped.” She shifted her hand, and “ploitered” 
amongst the papers for full five minutes. I 
this in consideration of past misfortunes ; but, strictly 
speaking, she had no right to “ploiter” for more than one 
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minute. She contended that she knew, by intuition, the 
sort of paper upon which “ duns” were written; and 
whatever else might come up, she was resolved it should 
not be a dim. Don’t be too sure,” I said ; and, at last, 
when she seemed to have settled her choice, I called out the 
usual word of command, “ ITaid up /” 

“What is it ?” we said ; “ what’s the prize ?” one and 
all rushing up to Portia. Oh Gemini! my sympathizing 
reader ;—it was a sheet of blank paper ! 

Did we laugh, or did we cry ? I, for my part, was afraid 
to do either. T really felt for Portia, and, at the same time, 
for the Athenceum. But, bless you, reader ! there was no 
call for pity to Portia. With the utmost coolness she said, 
so ready were her wits for facing any issue, “ Oh ! this is 
carte hhuiclie for receiving your latest thoughts. This is the 
paper on which you arc to write an esscy for the Athen- 
foum; and thus we arc providentially enabled to assure 
our client the Athenajum of soincthiiLg expressly manufac- 
tuT’cd for the occasion, and not an ohl wreck from the 
Goodwins. Fortune loves the Athcnsciim ; and her four 
blanks at starting Avere only meant to tease that Institution, 
and to enhance the value of her final favour.” “ Ah, in¬ 
deed !” I said ill an under tone, meant to tease! there 
ai*o other ladies who understand that little science beside 
Fortune !” However, there is no disolieying the commands 
of Portia ; so I sat down to write a paper on Astrology. 
But, before beginning, I looked at Potato-sack, whispering 
only, “ You $ec ; I told you what would happen.” 
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Astrology. 

As my contribution to their Album, I will beg tho Athen- 
a3Uin to accept a single thought on this much-injured 
subject. - Astrology I greatly respect; but it is singular 
that my respect for the science arose out of my contempt 
for its professors,—not exactly as a direct logical conse¬ 
quence, but as a casual suggestion from that contempt. I 
believe in Astrology, but not in astrologers ; as to them T 
am an incorrigible infidel. First, let me state tho occasion 
upon which my astrological thought arose, and then, s(^- 
condly, the thought itself. 

When about seventeen years old, I was wandering as a 
})edestrian tourist in North Wales. For some little time, 
the centre of my ramblings (upon which I still revolved 
from all my excursions, whether elliptical, circular, or zig¬ 
zag) was Llangollen in Dcnbighsliire, or else Rhuahon, not 
more than a few miles distant. One moming I was told 
by a young married Avoman, at whoso cottage I had received 
some hind hospitalities, that an astrologer lived in the 
neighbourhood. “ What might he his name ?” Very good 
English it was that niy young hostess had liitherto spoken; 
and yet, in this instance, she chose to answer me bi W('lsh. 
MochimiUante was her brief reply. I dare say that my 
spelling of the word will not stand Welsh criticism ; but 
wlnit can you expect from a man’s first attempt at Welsli 
orthography ? which at that time was, and (I believe) still is, 
a very rare accomplishment in the six counties of North Wales. 
But what did Mochinahante mean 1 ,^or a rritan might as 
well be anonymous, or call himself X Y Z, as offer one his 
visiting card indorsed with a name so frightful to look at 
—so torturing to utter—so impossible to sjjell—as Mochina- 
harUe. And that it had a translatable meaning—that it 
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was not a proper name but an appellative, in fact some 
playful sohHqvetf I felt certain, from observing the young 
woman to smile whilst she uttered it. My next question 
drew from her that this Pagan-looking monster of a name 
meant Pi^-in-the-dingle. But really, now, between the 
original monster and this English interpretation, tliere was 
very little to choose ; in fact the interpretation, as often 
happens, strikes one as the harder to understand of the two. 
“ To be sure it does,” says a lady sitting at my elbow, and 
tormented by a passion so totally iinfeminine as curiosity ; 
“ to be sure—very much harder ; for Mochina — what-do- 
you-call-it ? might, you know, mean something or other, 
for anything that you or I could say to the contrary j but 
as to Pig-in-the-dingle —what dreadful nonsense ! what an 
impossible description of an astrologer ! A man tliat—let 
me see—does something or ('tlicr about the stars ; how can 
he be described as a pig 1 pig in any sense, you know j 
pig in any place ? But Pig-in-a-divgle ; wliy, if he’s a 
pig at all, he must be Plg-oh-a-&teeple^ or Pig-on-the-top-of- 
a-hillj that he may rise above the mists and vapours. Now 
I insist, my dear creature, on your explaining all this riddle 
on the spot. You know it ; you came to the end of the 
mystery ; but none of us that arc sitting here can guess at 
the meaning ; we shall all be ill, if you keep us waiting— 
I’ve a headache beginning already; so say the thing at 
once, and put us out of torment.” 

What’s to be done ? I must explain the thing to the 
Athenmum; and if I stop to premise an oral exi)!anation 
for the lady’s separf^te use, there will be no time to save 
the village post, which waits for .no man, and is deaf even 
to female outcries. By way of compromise, therefore, I re¬ 
quest of the lady that she will follow my pen with her 
radiant eyes, by which means she will obtain the earliest 
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intelligence, and the speediest relief to her headache. I, on 
my part, will not loiter, but will make answer as near 
to a telegraphic answer, in point of speed, as a rigid me¬ 
tallic pen will allow.—I divide this answer into two heads; 
the fii'st concerning “ m the dingle the second concerning 
^^pigy My philosophic researclics, and a visit to tlic 
astrologer, ascertained a profound reason for dc’seribing liiin 
as in-the-dingle ; viz,, because lie %vas in a dingle. He was 
the sole occupant of a little cove amongst the hills—the 
sole householder ; and so absolutely sueli, that if ever any 
treason should be hatched in the dingle, clear it was to my 
mind that Mochinahante would be found at the bottom of 
it ] if ever war should be levied in this dingle, Mochina- 
harUc must be the sole beIJigerent; and if a forced egn- 
tribiition were ever imposed upon tin's dingle, Mochinahante 
(poerr man !) must pay it all out of his own pocket. The 
lady intermpts me at this point to say—“ Well, T under¬ 
stand all that; that’s all very clear. But what I want to 
know about is— Pig, Come to Pig. Why J^ig ? How 
Pig ? In what sense Pig ? You can’t have any profouml 
reason, you know, for that.'' 

Yes, I have : a very profound reason ; and satisfactory 
to the most sceptical of ijhilosophers, viz., that he ivas a 
Pig! I was presented by my fair hostess to the great in¬ 
terpreter of the stars, in p(a-son ; for I was anxious to 
make the accpiaintancc of an astrologer, and especially of 
one who, whilst owning to so rare a profession owned also 
to the soft impeachment of so very significant a name. 
Having myself enjoyed so fixvourabl^ an opportunity for 
investigating the reasonableness of that name, Mochinahante^ 
as apjilied to the Denbigh shire asirologer, I venture to j>ro- 
nounce it unimpeachable. About his dress there was a 
forlornness, and an ancient tarnish or ceruqo. which went 
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far to justify the name ; and upon his face there sat that 
lugubrious rust (or what medallists technically call patina) 
which bears so costly a value when it is found on the 
coined face of a Syro-Maccdonian prince long since com¬ 
pounded with dust, but, alas ! bears no value at all if found 
upon the llcsh-and-blood face of a living philosopher. 
Speaking humaidy, one would have insinuated that the star¬ 
gazer wanted much washing and scouring; but, astrologi- 
cally speaking, perhaps ho would have been spoiled by 
earthlv waters for his c(‘lcstial vigils. 

Mochinahante was civil enough; a pig, if by accident dirty, 
is not therefore rude; and, after S(‘ating me in his chair of 
state, he prepared for his learned labours by cross-examina¬ 
tions as to the day and hour of my birth. The day I knew 
to a certainty ; and even about the hour I could tell quite 
as much a.s ought in reason to bo expected from one who 
certainly had not been studying a chronometer when that 
event occurred. These points settled, the astrologer with¬ 
drew into an adjoining room, for the purpose (as he assured 
me) of scientifically constructing my horoscope; but unless the 
drawing of corks is a part of that process, I should myself 
incline to think that the great man, instead of minding my 
interests amongst the stars and investigating my horoscope, 
luul been seeking consolation for himself in bottled porter. 
AVithin half-an-hour he returned ; looking more lugubrious 
than ever—more grim—more grimy (if yrime yields any 
such adjective)—a little more rusty—rather more patinous, 
if numisftiatists will lend me that word—and a gre at deal 
more in want of scouring. He had a paper of diagrams 
in his hand, which wtis supposed to contain some short-hand 
memoramla upon my horoscope ; but, from its smokiness, a 
malicious visitor might have argued a possibility that it had 
served for more customers than myself. Under his arm he 
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carried a folio book, which (he said) was a manuscript of 
unspeakable antiquity. This he was jealous of my seeing ; 
and before he would open it, as if I and the book had been 
two prisoners at the bar suspected of meditating sonic col¬ 
lusive mischief (such as tying a cracker to the judge’s wig), 
he separated us as widely from each other as the dimensions 
of the room allowed. These solemnities fiiiislied, we were 
all ready—I, and the folio volume, and Pig-in-the-dingle— 
for our several parts in tlie play. Mochinahante began :— 
He opened the jdeadings in a deprecatory tone, protesting, 
almost with tears, that if anything should turn out amiss 
iu the forthcoming rc'vx'lations, it "was much against his will 
—that he was powerless, and could not justly be held re¬ 
sponsible for any i)art uf the disagreeable message which jt 
might bo his unhappiness to deliver. I hastened to assure 
him that I was incapabh' of such injustice ; that I should 
hold the stars responsible for the wdiolc ; by nature, that I 
was very forgiving ; that any little malice, which I might 
harbour for a year or so, slioiild all be reserved for the use of 
the particular constellations concerned in tin; plot against 
myself; and, lastly, that I was now quite ready to stand 
the worst of their thunders. Pig was pleased with this 
reasonableness—he saw that he had to deal with a philo- 
soplicr—and, in a more cheerful tone, he now explained 
that niy “ case ” was mystically contained in the diagrams ; 
these smoke-dried documents submitted, as it w^erc, a series 
of questions to the book ; which book it was—a book of 
unspeakable antiquity—that gave the inflexible answers, 
like the gloomy oracle that it was. Hut I was not to be 
angry with the book, any more than with himself, since— 
“ Of course not,” I replied, interrupting him ; “ the book 
did but utter th6 sounds which were predetermined by the 
white and black keys strii^pk in tht smoky diagrams; and 
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I could no more be angry with the book for speaking what 
it conscientiously believed to be' the truth than with a 
decanter of port wine, or a bottle of porter, for declining 
to yield more than one or two wine-glasses of the precious 
liquor at the moment when I was looking for a dozen, 
under a transient forgetfulness, incident to the greatest 
minds, that I myself, ten minutes before, had nearly drunk 
up the whole.” This comimrison, though to a critic wide 
awake it might have seemed slightly personal, met with the 
entire api^roljation of ruf-'ni-ihe-dinyh, A better frame of 
mind for receiving disastrous news, he evidently conceived, 
could not exist or be fancied by the mind of man than ex¬ 
isted at that moment in myself. He was in a state of 
intense pathos from the bottled porter. I was in a state of 
intense excitement (i)athos combined with horror) at the 
prospect of a dre.'ulful lecture on my future life, now ready 
to be thundered into my cars from that huge folio^pf un- 
si)eakable anti(piity, prompted by those wretched smoke- 
dried diagrams. I believe we were in magnetical rapport. 
Think of that^ reader ! Pig and I in magnetical rapport! 
Both making passes at each other ! What in the worhl 
would have become of us if suddenly we should have 
taken to somnambulizing ? Pig would have abandoned his 
dingle to me ; and I should have dismissed Pig to that life 
of wandering which must have betrayed the unscoured and 
patinous condition of the astrologer to the astonished eyes 
t)f (Jambria :— 

Stout Glo’flier stood aghast [or iniijht have stood] in speechless 
trance. 

To arms I cried Mortimer [or at least might have cried], and 
couch’d his quivering lance.” 

But Pig was a greater man thfi,n he seemed. He yielded 
neither to magnetism nft* to bottled porter j but commenced • 
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reading from the black book in the most awful tone of 
roice, and, generally speaking, most correctly. Certainly 
tie made one dreadful mistake ; he started from the very 
middle of a sentence, instead of the beginning ; but then 
t/iai had a truly lyrical effect, and also it was excused by 
the bottled porter. The words of the prophetic denuncia¬ 
tion, from which he started, were these—“ also he [that was 
myself, you understand] shall have red hair.” “ ere goes 
a bounce,” I said in an under tone ; “ the stars, it seems, 
can tell falsehoods as well as other people.” “ Also,” for 
Pig -went on without stopping, “ he shall have seven-and- 
twenty children.” Too horror-struck I was by this news t(» 
utter one word of protest against it. “ Also,” Pig yelled 
out at the top of his voice, “ he shall desert them.” Anger 
restored my voice, and I cried out, “ That’s not only a lie 
in the stars, but a libel; and, if an action lay against a 
constellation, I should recover damage's.” Vain it would 

4 

be to trouble the reader with all the monstrous proj)liecies 
that Pig read against me. lie road with a steady Pythian 
fiiiy. Dreadful was his voice : dreadful were the stariy 
cliarges against myself—things that I ivas to do—things 
that I must do : dreadful was the wrath with which 
secretly I denounced all participation in the acts which 
these wicked stars laid to my charge. But this infirmity 
of good-nature besets me, that, if a man shows trust and 
absolute faith in any agent or agency whatever, heart there 
is not in me to resist him, or to expose his folly. Pig 
trusted—0 how profoundly !—in his bla(;k book of un¬ 
speakable antiquity. It would have killed him on the spot 
to prove that the black book was a hoax, and that he him¬ 
self was another. Consequently, I submitted in silence to 
pass for the monster that Pig, under the coercion of the 
stars, had pronounced me, rather than part in anger from 
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the solitary man, who, after all, was not to -blame, acting 
only in a ministerial capacity, and reading only what the 
stars obliged him to read. I rose without saying one word, 
advanced to the table, and paid my fees ; for it is a dis¬ 
agreeable fact to record, that astrologers grant no credit, 
nor even discount upon prompt payment. I shook hands 
with Mochinahante; we exchanged kind farewells—he 
smiling benignly upon me, in total forgetfulness that ho 
had just dismissed me to a life of storms and crimes j I, 
in return, as the very best benediction that I could think 
of, saying secretly, “ 0 Pig, may the heavens rain then 
choicest soajj-suds upon thee !” 

Emerging into the open air, I told my fair hostess of the 
led hair which the purblind astrologer had obtained for me 
frojn the stars, and which, with thdr permission, I would 
make over to MochlnahcwU for a reversionary wig in his 
days of approaching baldness. But I said not one word 
ujjon that too bountiful allowance of children with which 
Moch. had endowed me. I retreated by nervous anticipa¬ 
tion from that inextinguishable laughter which, I was too 
certain, would follow upon her part; and jai, when we 
reached the outlet of the dingle, and turned round to take 
a parting look of the astrological dwelling, I myself was 
overtaken by fits of laughter ; for suddenly I figured in 
vision my own future return to this mountain recess, with 
the young legion of twenty-seven children. “ I desert 
them, the darlings ! ” I exclaimed, “ far from it ’ Backed 
by this filial army, I shall feel myself equal to the task of 
taking vengeance oh the stars for the affronts they have put 
upon me through Pig, their servant. It will be like the 
return of the Hcraclcid® to the Peloponnesus. The sacred 
legion will storm the “ dinglei” whilst I storm Pig; the 
lising generation will take military possession of “ -inahante^^ 
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wlfllst I deal with “ Moch ” (which I presume to be the 
part in the long word belouging to Pig)." My hostess 
laughed in sympathy with my laughter ; but I was cautious 

of letting her have a look into my vision of the sacred 

* 

legion. For the female mind is naturally but too ])rone -to 
laughter. We quitted the dingle for ever ; and so ended my 
first visit, being also my last, to an astrologer. 

This, reader, was the true general occasion of my one 
t bought upon astrology; and, before I mention that thought, 

I may add that the immediate imimlse' drawing my mifid in 
any such direction was this : on walking to the table where 
the astrologer sat, in order to pay my foes, naturally I came 
nearer to the folio book than astrological prudence w’ould 
generally have allowed. But Pig’s attention was diverted 
for the moment to the silver coins laid before him— 
these ho reviewed with the care reasonable in one so 
poor, and in a state of the coinage so neglected as in 1802 it 
was. By that moment of avarice in Pig, I profited so far 
as to look over the astrologer’s person, sitting and bending 
forward full upon the book. This was spread open ; and 
at a glance I saw tlnit it was no MS., but a printed book, 
in black-letter types. The month of August stood as a 
rubric at the head of the broad margin—and below it 
stood some days of that month in orderly succession. “ So 
then, Pig,” said I in my thoughts, “ it seems that any pei 
son whatever, born on my particular day and hour of 
Atlgust, is to have the same exact fate as myself. But a 
king and a beggar may chance thus far to agree. And be ' 
you assured. Pig, that all the infinite variety of cases lying 
between these two termini differ from each other in fortune.s 
and incidents of life us much, though not so notoriously, ixs 
king and beggar.” 

Hence arose a confinii'ition of my contempt for astrologj'. 
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It seemed as if necessarili/ false—false by an priwi pnn- 
ciple, viz., that the possible differences in human fortunes, 
which arc infinite, cannot be measured by the possible 
differences in the particular moments of birth, which are 
too strikingly finite. It strengthened me in this way ot 
thinking, that subsequently I found the very same objection 
in Macrobius. Macrobius may have stolen the idea; but 
certainly not from me—as certainly I did not steal it from 
him ; so that here is a concurrence of two people indepen¬ 
dently, one. of them a great philosopher, .in the very same 
annihilating objection. 

Noav comes my one thought. Both of us were wrong, 
IMacrObius and myself. Even the great philosopher is ob¬ 
liged to confess it. The objection truly valued is—to 
astrologers, not to astrology. No two events ever did 
coincide in point of time. Every event has, and must have, 
a certain duration ; this you may call its breadth ; and the 
true lociis of the event in time is the central point of that 
breadth, which never was or will be the same for any two 
separate events, though grossly held to be contemporaneous. 
It is the mere imperfection of our human means for chasing 
the infinite subdivisibilitics of time which causes us to regard 
two events as even by possibility concurring in their 
ceutrjil moments. This imperfection is crushing to the 
pretensions of astrologers ; but astrology laughs at it in the 
heavens \ and astrology, armed with celestial chronometers, 
is true ! 

Suffer me'to illustrate the case a little :—It is rare that 
a metaphysical difiiculty can be made as clear as a pike¬ 
staff. This can. Supj)ose two events to occur in the same 
quarter of a minute—that is, in the same fifteen seconds ; 
then, if they started precisely together, and ended precisely 
together, they would not only have the same breadth, but 
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this breadth would accurately coincide in all its parts or 
fluxions ; consequently, the central moment, viz., the eighth, 
would coincide rigorously with the centre of each event. 
But suppose that one of the two events, A, for instance, 
commenced a single seeond before B, the other, then, because 
we are still supposing them to have the same breadth or 
extension, A will have ended in the second before B ends ; 
and, consequently, the centres will be diftcrent, for the eighth 
second of A will be tlie seventh of B. The disks of the 
two events will overlap—A will overlap B at the beginning; 
B will overlaj) A at tlie end. Now, go on to assume that, 
in a particular case, this overlapping does not take place, but 
that the two events eclipse each other, lying as truly surface 
to surflxce as two sovereigns in a tight rouhaif> of sovereigns, 
or one dessert-spoon nestling in the bosom of another; in 
that case, the eighth or central second will be the centre 
for both. But even here a question will arise as to the 
degree of rigour in the coincidence ; for divide the eighth 
second into a thousand parts or sub-moments, and perhaps 
the centre of A will be found to hit the ISOtli sub-moment, 
whilst that of B may hit the COOth. Or su 2 )po.se, again, 
even this trial surmounted : the two harmonious creatures, 
A and B, running nock and neck together, have both hit 
simultaneously the true centre of the thousand sub-moments 
■which lies half-way between the />()0tli a7id the 501st. 
All is right so far—“ all right behind but go on, if you 
please \ subdivide this last centre, which wo will call X, 
into a thousand lesser fractions. Take, in fact, a railway 
express-train of decimal fractions, and give chiisc to A and 
B ; my word for it that you will come up with tlicjn in 
some stage or other of the journey, and arrest them in the 
very act, of separating their centres—which is a dreadful 
crime in the eye of astrology ; for it is utterly imijossible 

M 2 
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that the initial moment, or s?i&-moment, or m6-si(6-moment 
of A and B should absolutely coincide. Such a thing as a 
perfect start was never heard of at Doncaster. Now, this 
severe accuracy is not wanted on earth. Archimedes, it is 
well known, never saw a perfect circle, nor even, with his 
leave, a decent circle ; for, doubtless, the reader knows the 
following fact, viz., that if you take the most perfect Van- 
dyking ever cut out of paper or silk, by the most delicate of 
female fingers, with the most exquisite of Salisbury scissors, 
upon viewing it through a microscope, you will find the 
edges frightfully ragged ; but if you apply the same micro¬ 
scope to a case of God’s Vandyking on the corolla of a 
flower, you will find it as tnily cut and as smooth as a 
moonbeam. We on earth, I repeat, need no such rigorous 
truth. For instance, yon and I, my reader, want little 
perhaps with circles, except now and then to bore one with 
an augre in a ship’s bottom, when we wish to sink her, and 
to cheat the underwjitcrs ; or, by way of variety, to cut 
one with a centre-bit through shop-shutters-, in order to rob 
a jeweller ;—so we don’t care much whether the circumfer¬ 
ence is ragged or not. But that won’t do for a constella¬ 
tion ! The stars ri entendent pas la raillerie on the subject 
of geometry. The pendulum of the siixrry heavens oscillates 
truly ; and if the Greenwich time of the Empyreum can’t 
be repeated upon earth, without an error, a horoscope is as 
much a chimera as the perpetual motion, or as an agreeable 
income-tax. In fact, in casting a nativity, to swerve from 
the true ijentre by the trillionth of a centilliontli is as fatal 
as to leave room for a coach and six to turn between your 
pistol shot and the bull’s eye. If you haven’t done the 
trick, no matter how near you’ve come to it. And to over¬ 
look this, is as absurd as was the answer of that Lieutenant 
M., who, being asked whether he had any connexion with 
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another officer of the same name, replicld—“ O yea ! a very 
close one.” “But in what way V' “ Why, you sec. I’m 
in the 50tli regiment of foot, and he’s in the 49th 
walking, in fact, just behind him ? Yet, for all this, horo¬ 
scopes may be calculated very truly by the shirs amongst 
themselves ; and my conviction is—that they are. They 
are perhaps eveA printed hieroglyphically, and published as 
regularly as a nautical almanac ; only, they cannot be re¬ 
published upon earth by any mode of })iracy yot discovered 
amongst sublunary boolcsellers. Astrology, in fact, is a very 
profound, or, at least, a V(*iy lofty science ; but astrologers 
are humbugs. 

I have finished, and I am vain of my work ; for T have 
accomplished three considerable things :—I have floored 
Macrobius ; I have cured a lady of her headache ; and 
lastly, which is best of all, I have expressed my sincere 
interest in the prosperity of a new-born Atliencoum. 

But our village post (a boy, in fact, who rides a pony) 
is mounting; and tlie chances are that tliis letter of mine 
will be too late :—a fact which, amongst all the dangers 
besetting me in this life, the wretched Pig forgot to warn 
me of. 


2i, 184S. 
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Nobody in this generation reads Thfi, Spectator. There 
are, however, several people still surviving who have read 
No. 1; in wliich No. 1 a strange mistake is made. It is 
there asserted, as a general affection of human nature, that 
it is impossible to read a book with satisfaction, until one 
has ascertained whether the author of it be tall or short, 
corpulent or thin, and, as to complexion, whether he be a 
“ black ” man (which, in the Spectator's time, was the 
absurd expression for a swarthy man) or a fair man, or a 
sallow man, or perhaps a green man, which Southey 
affirmed t to bo the ])roper description of many stout arti¬ 
ficers in Birmingham, too much given to work in metallic 
fumes ; on which account the name of Southey is an abomi¬ 
nation to this day in certain furnaces of Warwickshire. 
But can anything be more untrue than this Spectatorial 
doctrine 1 Did ever the youngest of female novel-readers, 
on a sultry day, decline to eat a bunch of grapes until she 
knew whet^ier the fruiterer were a good-looking man ? 
Which of us ever heard a stranger inquiring for a “ Guido 


* The Works of Walter Savage Landor. 2 vola. 
f "Southey affirmed:" —viz., in the “Letters of Espriella,” an 
imaginary Spaniard on a visit to England, about the year 1810. 
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to the Tros^tchs,” but saying, “ I scniple, however, to pay 
for this book, until I k»pw whether the author is heather¬ 
legged.” On this principle, if any such principle prevailed, 
we authors should be liable to as strict a revision of our 
physics before having any right to be read, as we all are 
from the medical advisers of insurance offices before having 

our lives insured : fellows that examine one with stetlio- 

^ • 

scopes ; that pinch one, that actually punch one in the 
ribs, until a man becomes savage, and—in case the insur¬ 
ance should miss fire in consequence of the medical report 
—speculates on the propriety of prosecuting the medical 
ruffian for an assault, for a most unprovoked assault and 
battery, and, if possible, including in the indictment the 
now odious insurance office as an accomplice before the 
fact. Meantime the odd thing is, not that Addison should 
have made a mistake, but that he and his readers should 
not, in this mistake, have recognised a liiddeii truth—the 
sudden illumination of a propensity latent in all people, 
but now first exposed ; for it happens that there really is 
a propensity in all of us, very like what Addison describes, 
very different, and yet, after one correction, the very same. 
No reader cares about an author’s person before reading his 
book : it is after reading it, and supposing the book to re¬ 
veal something of the writer’s mo7'al nature, as modifying 
his intellect ; it is for his fun, his fancy, his sadness,* 
possibly his craziness, that any reader cares about seeing 
the author in person. Afflicted with the very satyriasis of 
curiosity, no man ever wished to see the author of a Readij 
Reckoner^ or of a treatise on the Agistment Tithe, or on 
the Present deplorable Dry-rot hi Potatoes. “ Bundle off, 
sir, as fast as you can,” the most diligent reader would say 
to such an author, in case he insisted on submitting his 
charms to inspection. “ I have had quite enough distress 
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of mind from reading your works, without lieeding the 
additional dry-rot of your bodily presence.” Neither does 
any man,,on descending from a railway train, turn to look 
whether the carriage in which he has ridden happens to bo 
a good-looking carriage, or wish for an introduction to the 
coach-maker. Satisfied that the one has not broken his 
bones, and that tli^othcr has no writ against his person, he 
dismisses with the same frigid scowl both the carriage and 
tlic author of its existence. 

But, with respect to Mr. Landor, as at all connected 
with this reformed doctrine of the Spectator, a difficulty 
arises. He is a man of great genius, and, as such, he 
ought to interest the public. More tlian enough appears of 
his strong, eccentric nature, through every page of his now 
extensive writings, to win, amongst those who have read 
him, a corresponding interest In all that concerns him per¬ 
sonally ; in his social relations, in his biography, in his man¬ 
ners, in his ai)pearaiicc. Out of two conditions for attracting 
a personal interest, he has powerfully realized one. His 
moral nature, shining with coloured light through the crystal 
shrine of his thoughts, will not allow of your forgetting it. 
A sunset of Claude, or a dying dolphin can bo forgotten, 

and generally is forgotten j but not the fiery radiations of 

• 

a human spirit, built by nature to animate a leader in 
storms, a martyr, a national reformer, an arch-rebel, as cir¬ 
cumstances might dictate, but whom too much wealth,* 

* ‘'Too much wealth:" —Mr. Landor, who should know best, 
speaks of hiins^f (once at least) as “ poorbut that is all uonsenso. 

1 have known several pkiople with annual incomes bordering on 
£20,000, who spoke of themselves, and seemed seriously to think 
themselves, unhappy “paupers.” Lady Hester Stanhope, with 
£2700 a year (of which about twelve arose from her Government 
pension), and without one solitary dependant in her train, thought 
herself rich enough to become a queen (an Arabic malohy) in the 
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and the accidents of education, have turned aside into a 
contemplative recluse. ‘*fiad Mr. Landor, therefore, been 
read in any extent answering to his merits, ho must have 
become, for the English public, an object of prodigious 
personal interest. We should have had novels upon liim, 
lampoons upon him, libels upon him ; lie would liave been 
shown up dramatically on the stage ; he would, according 
to the old joke, have been “ traduced ” {tradmi^ in French, 
and also “ overset ” (oversaC) in Dutch. IMoantime he has 
not been read. It would be an affectation to think it. • Many 
a writer is, by the sycophancy of literature, reputed to be 
read, whom in all Europe not six eyes settle upon through 
the revolving year. Literature, with its cow'ardly falsehoods, 
exhibits the largest field of conscious Phrygian adulation that 
human life has ever exposed to the derision of the heavens. 
Demosthenes, for instance, or Plato, is not read to the ex¬ 
tent of twenty pages annually by ten people in Europe. 
The sale of their works would not account for three 
readers; the other six or seven are generally conceded as 
possibilities furnished by the gi'eat public libraries. But, 
then, Walter Savage Landor, though writing a little in 
Latin, and a very little in Italian, does not write at all in 
Greek. So far he has some advantage over Plato ; and, if 
he writes chiefly in dialogue, which few people love to read 
any more tlian novels in the shape of letters, that is a 

crime common to both. So that he has the d-I’s luck 

and his own ; all Plato’s chances, and one of his own beside, 
viz., his English. Still, it is no use counting chances ; 
facts are the thing. And printing-presses, wdicther of 
Europe or of England, bear witness that neither Plato nor 


Syrian mountains, but an absolute pauper for London : “ for how, you 
know^’ (as she would say, pathetically), “could the hunddest of 
spinsters live decently upon that pittance 
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Landor is a marketable commodity. In fact, these two 
men resemble each other in more particulars than it is at 
present necessary to say. Especially they were both in¬ 
clined to be voluptuous ; both had a hankering after purple 
and fine linen; both hated “filthy dowlas” with the 
hatred of FalstafF, whether in apparelling themselves or 
their diction ; and both bestowed pains as elaborate upon 
the secret aH of a dialogue, as a lapidary would upon the 
cutting of a Sultan’s rubies. 

But might not a man build a reputation on the basis of 
not being read ? To be read is undoubtedly something ; to 
be read by an odd million or so, is a sort of feather in a 
man’s cap ; but it is also a distinction, though of a separ¬ 
ate kind, that ho has been read absolutely by nobody at 
all. There have b(ien cases, and one or two in modern 
times, where an author could point to a vast array of his 
own works, concerning which no evidence existed that so 
much as one had been opened l)y human hand, or glanced 
at by human eye. That was awful : such a sleep of pages 
by thousands in one eternal darkness, never to be visited 
by light; such a rare immunity from the villanies of mis¬ 
construction ; such a Sabbath from the impertincncies of 
critics 1 You shuddered to reflect that, for anything known 
to the contrary, there might lurk jewels of truth explored in 
vain, or treasure for ever intercepted to the interests of 
man. But such a sublimity supposes total defect of readers ; 
wliereas it can bo proved against Mr. Landor, that he has 
been read b^ at least a score of people, all wide awake ; 
and if any treason is bfiricd in a*pagc of his, thank Heaven, 
by this time it must have been found out and reported to 
the authorities. So that neither can Landor plead the 
unlimited popularity of a novelist, aided by the interest of 
a tale, and by an artist, nor the total obscuration of a Ger- 
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man metaphysician. Neither do mobs read him, as tlicy 
do M. Sue; nor do all men turn away their eyes from him, 
as they do from Hegel.* 

This, however, is true only of Mr. Landor’s prose Avorks. 
His first work was a poem, viz., Gehir; and it had the sub¬ 
lime distinction, for some time, of having enjoyed only two 
readers; which two were Southey and myself. It Avas on first 
entering at Oxford that I found “ Gcbir” printed and 
Ushed, i.e.f nominally madc/?«<&/i'cy whereas all its advertise¬ 
ments of birth and continued existence, were but so many 
notifications of its intense privacy. Not knowing Southey 
at that time, I vainly conceited myself to be the one sole 
purchaser and reader of this poem. I even fancied myself 
to have been pointed out in the streets of Oxford, where 
the two Landors had been well known in times preceding 
my own, as tlie one inexplicable man authentically known 
to possess “ Gebir,” or even (it might be whispered mys¬ 
teriously) to have read “ Gebir.” It was not clear but this 
reputation might stand Jn lieu of any independent fiime, and 
might raise me to literaiy distinction. The preceding gene 
ration had greatly esteemed the man called “ Single-Speech 
Hamilton not at all for the speech (which, though good, 
very few people had read), but entirely for the supposed fact 
that he had exhausted himself in that one speech, and had 
become physically incapable of making a second : so that 
afterwards, when he really did make a second, everybody 
was incredulous; until, the thing being past denial, natu¬ 
rally the world was disgusted, and most people dropped his 
acquaintance. To be a Mono-Gebirist was quite as good a 

* From Hegel —I .ira not prepared vrith an affidavit that no 
man ever read the late Mr. Hcgcl, that great master of the impene¬ 
trable. But sufficient evidence of that fact, as I conceive, may be 
drawn from those who have written comroentaries upon him. 

N-VITI. 
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title to notonety ; and five years after, when I found that 
I had “ a brother near the throne,” viz., Southey, morti¬ 
fication would have led me willingly to resign altogether in 
his favour. Shall I make the reader acquainted with the 
story of Gcbir ? 

Gebir is the Icing of Gibraltar; which, however, it would 
be an anachronism to call Gibraltar, since it drew that name 
from this very Gebir ; and doubtless, by way of honour to 
his memory. Mussulmans tell a different story ; but who 
cares for what is said by infidel dogs ? King, then, let us 
call him of Calpe j and a very good king he is ; young, brave, 
of upright intentions ; but being also warlike, and iuflamc^d 
by ijopular remembrances of ancient wrongs, he resolves to 
seek reparation from the children’s children of tlic wrong¬ 
doers ; and he weighs anchor in search of Mr. I’itt’s “ in¬ 
demnity fertile past,” though not much regarding that right 
honourable gentleman’s “ security for the future.” Egypt 
was the land that slndtered the wretches that represented 
the ancestors that had done the wrong. To I'lgypt, there¬ 
fore, does king Gebir steer his expedition, which counted 
ten thousand picked men :— 

“ Tncnist 

By nipditatiiic: on primeval wrongs, 

JIo blow his b.'ittlc-horu ; at which uprose 
Whole nations • hero ten ihousand of most might 
lie called aloud ; and soon Charoba saw 
Ilis dark helm hover o’er the land of Nile.” 

Who is Charoba 1 As respects the reader, she is t lie heroine 
of the pocin : as respects Egypt, she is queen by the grace 
of God, defender of the fiiith, and so forth. Young and 
accustomed to unlimited obedience, how could she be other¬ 
wise than alarmed by the descent of a host far more martial 
than her own effeminate people, and assuming a religions 
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character—avengers of wrong in some forgotten age 1 In 
her trepidation, she turns for aid and counsel to her nurse 
Daliea. Dalica, by the way, considered as a word, is a 
dactyle; that is, you must not lay the accent on the i, but 
on the first syllable. But, considered as a Avoman, Dalica is 
about as bad a one as even Egypt could furnish. She is 
a thor«mgli gipsy ; a fortuuc-telh'r, and something Averse. 
In fact, she is a sorceress, “ stiff in ojunion and 
it needs not Pope’s authority to inter that—of coume 
she “ is always in the Avrong.” By her advice, but for a 
piu’jiose best known to herself, an interview is arranged be¬ 
tween Oharoba and the invading monarch. At this intervi(3AV, 
the two youthful sovereigns, Charoba the cpicen of hearts, 
and Gebir the king of clubs, fxll irrevocably in love Avith 
each other. There’s an end of club law : and Gebir is 


ev('r afterwards disarjned. But Daliea, that Avicked Dalicji, 
that sad old dactyle, who sees cveiything th'arly that ha])- 
pens to be tAVonty years distant, cannot see a pike-stalf if 
it hai)peiis to be close belbie her nose , and of course she 
mistakes Charoba’s agitations of love for paroxysms of anger. 
Charoba is herself paitly to blame for tliis ; but you must 
excuse her. Tlic poor child readily contided her terrors to 
Dalica ; hut hoAV can she he expected to make a love con¬ 
fidante of a taAvny old Avitch lilio her ? Ui)ou this mistake, 
hoAATATr, i)roceeds the whole remaining plot. JJr. Dalica 
(avIucIi means doctor I)., and by no means dear D.) having 
totally mistaken the symi)toms, the diagnosis, the prognosis, 
and cvciything that ends in osls, necessarily mistake's also 
the treatment of the ease ; and, like some other doctors, 
failing to make a cure, covers up her blunders by a general 
slaughter. She visds her sister, a sorceress more potent 
tliaii herself, living 


“ D('(‘p in Ibe wilJonieBB of vop, Masar.” 
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Between them they concert liellish incantations. From tliese 
issues a venomous robe, like that of the centaur Nessus, 
This, at a festal meeting between the two nations and their 
two princes, is given by Chai-ol)a to her lover—her lover, but 
us yet not recognised as such by lier^ nor until the moment 
of his death, avowed as such by himself. Gebir di('s—the 
accursed robe, dipped in the “ viscous poison ” exuding from 
the gums of the gi’cy cerastes, and tempered by other veno¬ 
mous juices of plant and animal, proves too much for his 
rocky constitution—Gibraltar is found not impregnable— 
the blunders of Dalica, the wicked nurse, and the arts of 
her sister Myrthyr, the wicko<l witch, are found too potent; 
and ill one moment the union of two nations, with the 
huppiiK'ss of two sovereigns, is wrecked for ever. The 
closing situation of tlie parties — monarch and monarch, 
nation and nation, youthful king and youthful queen, dying 
or despairing —nation and nation that had been reconciled, 
starting asunder once again amidst festival and flowers— 
these objects are scenically efFcctivc. The conception of the 
grouping is good ; the mhe en scene is good ; but, from want 
of pains-taking, not sufficiently brought out into strong 
relief; and the dying words of Gebir, which wind up tlic 
whole, are too bookish—they seem to be part of some article 
which Gifliir had been writing for the Gibraltar Quarterly. 

There arc two cjiisodes, composing jointly about tw'o- 
sevciiths of the poem, and by no means its weakest parts. 
One describes the descent of Gebir to Hades. « His guide is 
a man—wl\o is this man ? 

“ Living—they called him Aroar.” 

Is ho'^wt living, then? No. Is he dead, then? No, nor 
dead either. Poor Aroar cannot live, and cannot die—so 
that he is in an almighty fix. In this disagreeable dilemma, 
he contrives to amuse himself with politics—and, rather of 
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a Jacobinical cast: like the Virgilian jEneas, Gebir is intro¬ 
duced not to the shades of the past only, but of the future. 
He sees the pre-existing ghosts of gentlemen who arc yet to 
come, silent as ghosts ought to be, but destined at some tar 
distant time to make a considerable noise in our up]>er 
world. Amongst these is our worthy old George in., wlio ' 
(strange to say !) is not foreseen as galloping from Windsor 
to Kew, surrounded by an escort of dragoons, nor in a 
scarlet coat riding after a fox, nor taking his morning 
rounds among.st his sheep and his turnii)3 ; but in the like¬ 
ness of some savage creature, whom really, were it not f«)r 
Ills eyebrows and his slanting^'* forehead, the reader would 
never recognise : 

“Arour! what wretch that nearest us? whalwrctdi 
Is tliat, with eyebrows white and sl.'inting lii-ow? 

-() bio 

IbcM'ia bore liim; but the biced accurst 
Inclement winds blew blighting from north-east ” 

Ihena is spiritual England; and north-east is mystical 
Hanover. But Avliat, then, were the “wretch’s” crimes? 
The white eyebrow's I confess to ; tlnj.se w(ire certainly 
crimes of considerable magnitude : but what else 1 Gebir 
has the same curiosity as myself, and pr()i)oimds something 
like the same fishing question : 

“ Ho was a w'anior then, nor fear’d the gods ?" 

To which Aroar answers— 

“ Gebir! bo fear’d tlio demons, not the gods ; 

Though them, indeed, his daily face adored, 

And was no warrior; yet the tliousand lives 
Squander’d as if to exercise a sling,” &e &c. 

Retdly Aroar is too Tom-Painish, and seems up to a little 
treason. He makes the poor king answerable for more 
than his own shai'c of national offences, if such they were. 
All of us in the last generation w^ere rather fund of fighting 
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and assisting at fights in the character of mere spectators. 
I am sure I was. But if that is any fiiult, so wtis Plato, 
who, though probably inferidr as a i)hilosophcr to you and 
me, reader, was much superior to eitlicr of us as a cock- 
figliter. So was Socrates in the preceding age ; for, as he 
1 notoriously haunted the company of Alcibiades at all hours, 
he must often have found his pui)il diverting himself with 
these fighting quails which he kept in such numbers. Be 
assured that the oracle’s “ wisest of men” lent a liimd very 
cheerfully to putting on the spurs when a main was to be 
fought ] and, as to betting, probably that was the reason 
why Xantiiipe was so often down upon him when he went 
borne at night. To come home reeling from a fight, with¬ 
out a drachma li'ft in his pocket, would naturally provoke 
any woman. Posterity has been very much misinformed 
about these things ; and, no doubt, about Xautijipe, poor 
wamian, in particular. If s/te had Tiad a discijdc to Avrite 
books, as her co(;k-fighting husband bad, perhaps we should 
have read a very difieront si(ny. By the Avay, the jiro- 
pensity to scandalum nKKjnnlum in Aroar was one of the 
things that fixed my youthful attention, and jierliaiis my 
admiration, iiiion Ch'bir. For myself, as jicrlnqis the reader 
may liave lu'ard, I avjis and am a Tory ; and in some remote 
geological era, my bones may be dug up by some future 
Buckland as a specimen of the fossil Tory. Yi't, for all 
that, I loved audacity; and I gazed Avith some indefinite 
shade of ajjprobation upon a poet whom the Ait^ney-General 
might have occasion to speak Avith. 

This, however, waS a mere condiment to the main 
attraction of the poem. That lay in the jiicturcsquencss of 
the images, attitudes, groups, dispersed evcrywliere. The 
eye of the reader rested everywhere upon festal processions, 
upon the storied panels of Theban gates, or upon sculptured 
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vases. The very first lines that by accident met my eye, were 
those which follow. I cite them in mere obedience to the fact 
as it really was; else there arc more striking illustrations of 
this sculpturesque faculty in Mr. Landor; and for this faculty 
it was that both Southey and myself separately and inde¬ 
pendently had named him the Englisli Valerius Flaccus. 

GEBIR ON REPAIRING I'O HIS FIRST INTERVIEW WHTH 

CHAROBA. 

“ Bui he heaul of Ikm' approacli, 

Jijiid hy his oiherl shield . his vizor liehii, 

IJis hueldev and his corslet he laid by, 

And hiuhi that none attend him: at his side 
'J’w'o faithliil dogs that urge the silent couiso, 

8ha£^gy, dccp-chestcd, eroueht; the crocodile, 

(.'r\iiig, oft made them raise their flaccid cars, 

Avdpvsh their heads ivithiu their master s ha^id. 

'J'hore was a lightning paleness in his face, 

Huch as Diana i^ing o’er the rocka 
Shower’d on the lonely Latmian ; on hia hrow 
Soirow theic was, but there w.'is nought sovcie.” 

“ And the long moonbeam on the hard wet sand 
Lay nice a jasper column Jialf up-rear d." 

“ d’ho king, wlio sat bclorc his tent, descried 
The dust rise redden'd from the setting sun " 

Now let us pass to the imaginary dialogues :— 

Marshal Bitgeaud and Arab Chieftain. —This dialogue, 
which is amongst the shortest, would not challenge a 
separate notice, were it not for the freshness in the public 
mind,* and ^et unoicatrized rawness of that atrocity which 

* Ten or a dozen years ago, when this was wiittcn, the atrocity of 
Dahra was familiar to the readers of new'spapers : it is now for¬ 
gotten ; and therefore I retrace it briefly. The French in Algiers, 
upon occasion of some racs/a against a p.'irty of Arabs, bunted fliom 
into the cave or caves of Dahra: and, upon the refusal of the Arabs 
to surrender, filled up the mouth of their retreat with combustibles, 
and eventually roasted alive the whole party—men, women, and 
children. The Marccluil St. Arnaud, who subsequently died in 
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it commemorates. Here ia an oflBcial account from the 
commander-in-chief:—“ Of seven hundred refractory and re¬ 
bellious who took refuge in the caverns of Dahra, thirty,” 
says the glory-hunting Marshal, “ and thirty only, arc alive ; 
and of these thirty there are four only who are capable of 
labour, or indeed of motion.” How precious to the Mar¬ 
shal’s heart must be that harvest of misery from which he 
so reluctantly allows the discount of about one-half per 
cent. Four only out of seven hundred, he is happy to 
assure Christendom, remain' capable of hopping about; as 
to working, or getting honest bread, or doing any service 
in this world to themselves or others, it is truly delightful 
to announce, for public information, that all such practices 
are put a stop to for ever. 

Amongst the fortunate four, who retain the power of 
hopping, we must reckon the Aral) chieftahiy who is intro¬ 
duced into the colloquy in the character of respondent. He 
can hop, of course, ex hypothesis being one of the ever lucky 
quaternion ; he can hop a little also as a rhetorician; in¬ 
deed, as to that he is too much for the Marshal ; but on 
the other hand, ho cannot see; the cave has cured him of 
any such impertinence as staring into other people’s faces ; 
he is also lame, the (;ave has shown him the absurdity of 
rambling about ;—and, finally, he is a beggar ; or, if he 
will not allow himself to be called by that name, upon the 
argument (which seems plausible) that he cannot be a 
beggar if ho never begs, it is not the less cer^in that, in 
case of betting a sixpence, the chieftain would fiial it in¬ 
convenient tb stake the cash. 


supreme command of tho French army before Sebaetopol, was said 
to have been concerned as a principal in this atrocity. Meantime 
the Arabs are not rightfully or specially any objects of legitimate 
sympathy in such a case ; for they are quite capable of similar cruel¬ 
ties under any movement of religious fanaticism. 
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The Marshal, who apparently does not pique himself 
upon politeness, addresses the Arab by the following assort¬ 
ment of names—“ Thief, assassin, traitor ! blind greybeard ! 
lame beggar.” The three first titles, being probably mis¬ 
taken for compliments, the Arab pockets in silence ; but to 
the double-barrelled discharges of the two last he replies 
thus :—“ Cease there. Thou canst never make me beg for 
bread, for water, or for life ; my grey beard is from God ; 
my blindness and lameness are from thee.” This is a 
pleasant way of doing business ; rarely docs one find little 
accounts so expeditiously settled and receipted. Beggar 'i 
But how if I do not beg 'I Givybeard ? Put that down 
to the account of God. Cripple 1 Put tliat down to your 
own. Getting sulky under this mode of fencing from the 
desert-born, the Marshal invites him to enter one of his 
new-made law courts, where he will hear of something 
probably not to his advantage. Our Arab friend, however, 
is no connoisseur in courts of law : small wale * of courts 
in the desert; he does not so much “ do himself the honour 
to decline ” as he turns a deaf car to this jiroposal, and on 
hfs part presents a little counter invitation to the Marshal 


* IVale (Gernianicii wahJ), the old ballad word for choice. But 
the motive for using it in this place is in allusion to an excellent 
old Scottish story (not sufficiently known in the South), of a rustic 
laird, who profited by the hospitality of his neighbours, duly to got 
drunk once (and no more) every niyht, returning in the happiest 
Pr.-ime of mind under the escort of liis servant Andrew. In spite of 
Andrew, however, it soTuclimes hajjpened that tlic laird fell oil’ his 
horse ; and on one of these occasions, as he himself was dismounted 
from his saddle, his wig was dismounted from his cranium. Both 
fell together into a peat-mo.ss, and both wore together fished out by 
Andrew. But the laiid, in his confusion, putting on the wig wrong 
side before, reasonably “jaloused” that this could not bo bis own 
wig, but some other man’s, which suspicion he communicated to 
Andrew, who argued contra by this most conclusive reply—" flout! 
laird, tliere’s nae wale o’ wigs i’ a peat-moss.” 



298 


NOTES ON WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR. 


for a pic-ilic party to the caves of Dahra. “ Enter,” says 
the unsparing slieik, “ and sing and whistle in the cavern 
where the bones of brave men are never to bleach, are never 
to decay. Go, where tlic mother and infant are inseparable 
for ever—one mass of charcoal ; the breasts that gave life, 
the lips that received it—all, all, save only where two 
arms, in colour and hardness like corroded iron, cling 
round a brittle stem, shrunken, warped, and where two 
heads are calcined. Even this massacre, no doubt, will find 
defenders in your country, for it is the custom of your 
country to cover blood with lies, and lies with blood.” 
“ And,” says the fiicetioiis Fieiicli Marshal, ‘‘ here and there 
a .sprinkliiig of ashes over botli.” Arab. —“ Ending in 

merriment, as befits ye. But is it ended V’ But is it 
ended ? Ay ; the wilderness beyond Algiers returns an 
echo to tliose ominous wends of the blind and mutilated 
chieftain. No, brave Arab, although the Marshal scofliiigly 
rejoins that at least it is ended for you^ ended it is not , 
for the great quarrel by which human nature pleads with 
such a fiendish spirit of warfare, carried on under the coun¬ 
tenance of him who stands first in authority under the 
nation tliat stands second in authority amongst the leaders 
of civilisation ; quarrel of that sort, once arising, docs not 
go to sleep again until it is righted for ever. As the Eng- 
li.sh martyr at Oxford said to his fellow-martyr—“ Brother, 
nc of good cheer, for we shall tliis day light up a fire in 
England that, by the blessing of Cod, will not be extin¬ 
guished for ever,”—(3Von so the atrocities of tlie.io hybrid 
campaigns between bafiled civilisation on the one side, and 
barbarism on the other, provoked into frenzy, will, like 
the horrors of the middle i^assagc amongst the childnin of 
„^rica, rising again from the Atlantic, suddenly, at the bar^f 
tJie British senate, sooner or later reproduce themselves, in 
strong reactions of the social mind throuffhout Christendom, 
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upon all the horrors of war that are wilful and superfluous. 
In that case there will be a consolation in reserve for the 
compatriots of those, the brave men, the women, and the in- 
jiocent ehildreu, who died in that fiery furnace at Dahra. 

“ Tlicir moans 

'^riie v.ilos rocloubled to tlio hills, and they 

To heaven." * 

The caves of Dahra repeated the woe to the hills, and the 
hills to God. Hut such a furnace, though fierce, may be 
viewed as brief indeed if it shall terminate in permaiumtly 
pointini; the wrath of nations (as in this dialogue it has 
pointed the wrath of genius) to the particular outrage and 
elass of outrages which it concerns. The wrath of nations 
IS a consuming wrath, and the scorn of intellect is a wither¬ 
ing scorn, for all abuses upon which citlio]' one or the otlier 
is led, by strengtli of circumstances, to settle itself system- 
aflaiUy. The danger is fer the most jiart that the very 
violence of public feeling should rock it a.sleep—the tempest 
exhausts itself by its oAvn excesses—and the thunder of one 
or two immediate exj)losions, by satisfying the first clamours 
of human justice and indignation, is too a})t to intercept 
that sustained roll of artillery whi(di is requisite for the 
effectual assault of long establislie<l abuses. Luckily in 
the present case of the Dahra massacre there is the less 
danger of such a re.sidt, as the bloody scene has happened 
to fall in with a very aw'akened state of the public sensi¬ 
bility as to the e\ ils of war generally, and with a state of 
expectation almost romantical ly excited as to the possibility 
of readily or pf'rmancntly exterminating these evils. 

Hop«i, meantime, even if imreesonable, becomes wdsc and 

* Milton, in uttt ring his grief (but also his hopes growing out of 
this grief) upon a similar Iriigcdy, vin., the massacre of the ProteBtant 
V'omen and children by “the bloidy Piedmontceo." 
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holy when it points along a i)ath of purposes that are more 
than usually beneficent. According to a fine illustration of 
Sir Philip Sidney’s, drawn from the practice of archery, by 
attempting more than we can possibly accomplish, we shall 
yet reach farther than ever we should have reached with a 
less ambitious aim ; we shall do much for the purification 
of war, if nothing at all for its abolition ; and atrocities of 
this Algerine order are amongst the earliest that will give 
way. They will sink before the growing illumination, and 
(what is equally important) before the growing combination 
of minds acting simultaneously from various centres, in 
nations otherwise the most at variance. By a rate of 
motion continually accelerated, the gathering power of the 
press, falling in with the growing facilities of personal in¬ 
tercourse, is, day by day, bringing Europe more and more 
into a state of fusion, in wliich the sublime name of Chris¬ 
tendom will continually become more and more significant, 
and will express a unity of the most awful order, viz., in 
the midst of strife, long surviving as to inferior interests 
and subordinate opinions, will express an agreement con¬ 
tinually more close, and an agreement continually more 
operative, upon iill capital questions affecting human riglits, 
duties, and the interests of human j)rogress. Before that 
tribunal, which every throb of every steam-engine, in print¬ 
ing-houses and on railroads, is hurrying to establish, all 
llagi’ant abuses of belligerent powers will fall prostrate ; 
and, in particular, no form of pure undisguised murder will 
be an}’’ longer allowed to confound itself with the necessities 
of honourable warfare.*^ 

Much already has been accomplished on this path ; more 
than people are aware of; so gradual and silent has been 
^ the advance. How noiseless is the growth of corn ! Watch 
it night and day for a week, and you will never sec it 
gro’wing ; but return after two months, and you will find 
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it all wliiteiiiug for the harvest. Such, and so impercep¬ 
tible, in the stages of their motion, are the victories of the 
press. Here is one instance. Just forty-seven years ago, 
on the shores of Syria, was celebrated by Napoleon Bona¬ 
parte, the most damnable carnival of murder that romance 
has fabled, or that history has recorded. Ratlicr more than 
four thousand men—not (like Tyrolese or Spaiiisli guerillas) 
even in pretence, “insurgent rustics,” but regular troops, 
serving the Pacha and the Ottoman Sultan ; not old men 
that might by odd fractions have been thankful for dis¬ 
missal from a life of care or sorrow, but all young Albanians, 
in the early morning of manhood, the oldest not twenty-four 
—were exterminated by successive rolls of musketry, when 
helpless as infants, Iiaviiig their arms pinioned behind their 
backs like felons on the scaffold, and having surrendered 
their muskets (which else would have made so desperate a 
n.'sistance) on the faith that they were dealing with soldiers 
and men of honour. I liavc elsewhere examined, as a 
(piestion in casuistry, the frivolous pretences for this in¬ 
famous carnage ; but that examination I have here no wish 
to repeat; for it would draw off the attention from one 
feature of the case, which I desire to bring before the 
reader, as giving to this Jaffa tragedy a depth of atrocity 
wanting in that of Dahra. The four thousand and odd 
young Albanians had been seduced, trepanned, fraudulently 
decoj'ed, from a post of considerable strength, in which tliey 
could and wouhl liave sold their lives at a bloody rate, by 
a solemn promise of safety from authorized French officers. 

“ But,” said Napoleon, in part of excuse, “ these men, my 
aides-de-camp, were poltroons : to save their own lives, 
they made promises which they ought not to have made.” 
Suppose it so; and suppose the case one in which the 
supreme authority has a right to disavow liLs agents ; what 
then ? This entitles that authority to refuse his ratification 
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to the terms agreed on j but this, at the same time, obliges 
him to replace the hostile parties in the advantages from 
which his agents had wiled them by these terms. A robber, 
who even owns himself suelj, will not pretend that he may 
refuse the price of the jewel as exorbitant, and yet keep 
possession of the jewel. And next comes a fraudulent 
advantage, not obtained by a knavery in the aide-de-camp, 
but in tlic leader himself. The surrender of the weapons, 
and tlie submission to tlic fettering of the arms, were not 
concessions from tlic Albanians, filched by the representa¬ 
tives of Napoleon, acting (as he says) without orders, but 
by ox})iess falsehoods, emanating from himself. The officer 
cominundiug at Dahia could not have reached his enemy 
without the sliocking resource which he employed : Napo- 
](;on could. The olfieer at Dahra violated no covenant : 
Nap(»lc()n (lid. The ofiu.er at Daliva had not hy lies 
seduced his vietiiiis from their natural advantages : Napo¬ 
leon had. Sm^li was tlic atrocity of Jaffa in fhe year 
17!1J). Now, tlie relation of that great carnage to the 
press, tlie secret argument throng!i Avhicli that vast massacre 
connects itself vith the progress of the press, is this : That 
in 1790, and the two following yinirs, wdicn most it had 
become important to search the character and acts of 
Napoleon, no Europc^an writer, with the ^solitary excep¬ 
tion of Sir Eobert Wilson, no section of the press, cared 
much to insist upon this, by so many degrees, the worst 
deed of modern military life. From that deed all the 

“ Modern military lifet ''—By modern I mean since tlie opening 
Ilf the thirty 3 ’ears’ war by the battle of Prague in the year IfilS. In 
this war, the sack, or partial sack, of Magdeburg, will occur to the reader 
as on(! of theworst amongst martial ruffianisms. But this happens to be 
a hoax. It is an old experience, that, when once the demnie nuiso of 
history has allowed herself to tell a lie, slie never retracts it. INFany are 
the falsehoods in our own history, which onr children read traditionally 
for truths, merely because our uncritical tfranJfathers believed them to 
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waters of the Atlantic would not have cleansed him; 
and yet, since 1804, we have heard much oftcuer of 
the sick men whom he poisoned in his Syrian hospital 
(an act of merely eiToneous humanity), and more of 
the Due d’Enghien’s execution than of either; though 
this, savage as it was, admits of sueli palliations as be¬ 
long to doubtful provocations in tlic sulferer, and to ex¬ 
treme personal terror in the inflicler. Hero tlieu, we have 

bo sneh. s;ickf'il. Wliat liiult dicrc ^^:ls in llio case 

bcloni^od to the Kiiifr oi' Sweden, who ce rtainly was i-einiss in llii.. 
instance, though witli excuses more than were hearkened to at lli.tt 
time. Tilly, the lhavaiiau geneial, liad no reason for seveiilj in 
this case, and showed none. Aeeordiiig to the legnlar routine ol 
war, MagMebnrg had become forfeited t(» mllitai> execution , which, 
let the leader remenihcr. w'as not, in those da\s, a right of the gene¬ 
ral as against the enemy, and l»y waiy of salntaiy warning to other 
cities, lest they also should abuse ihc light of a reasonable dcfeiiee, 
but was a right of the soldiery as against their own leaders. A town 
stoinied was then a little perquisite to the ill-fed and ill-})aid soldiei.'s. 
So of prisoners. If I made a prisoner of “Signor Diewq” seo 
tSluihspere’ri Henry V., it w;is business to (ix his ransom: the 
general had no Im.'^im'ss to interfeie w ith that. Mind that distine- 
tion, reader. Till}'might foiego a parchment right that Avas his 
own, hut how^ if it belonged to his hungry army? jMagJehurg, 
therefore, had incurred the common jienalty (which she must h,i\e 
Ibic.sceii) of obstinacy . and the only dillereme hetween her case and 
that of many another brave little town, that quietly siihinittcd to the 
ii.siial martyrdom, without howling througn all tin? speaking-truriijicts 
of history, was this—that tl'e penalty was, upnn Magdeburg, hut 
p.'irtially enforced. Ilarte, the tutor of Jiord Chesterfield’s son, fiisl 
piihH.slicd, in his T.ifc of Gustavus Adolphus, an authentic diary of 
what passed at that time, kept by a Lutheran cleig}man. ^'his 
diary shows sufricicnlly that no real departures were made from the 
cuhtom.ary loutinc, cxee]>t in tlu* direction bf mercy. But it is evi¬ 
dent that the people of Magdelmrg were a sort of (icnuau boars, of 
whom, it is "notoiioiis, that it you attempt in the kindest way to shear 
them, all you get is Loniblc polling, and (the proverb asseits) very 
little wool. The case being a classical one in the annuls of military 
ontrages, I have noticed its real features. 
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a case of wholesale military murder, emanating from Chris¬ 
tendom, not at all less treacherous than the worst of Asiatic 
murders : and yet this Christian atrocity hardly moved a 
vibration of anger, or a solitary outcry of protestation from 
the European press (then, perhaps, liaving the excuse of 
deadly fear for lierscdf), or even from the pri'ss of nioial 
England, having no such excuse. Fifty and odd years ha^•: 
passed; a less enormity is pei'pctrated^ but again by a 
French leader: and, behold! Europe is now convuloctl 
from side to side by unaffected indignation I S'» travels 
the press to victory : such is the light, and so broad, which 
it diffuses : such is the strength for action by which it 
combines the hearts of nations. 

* 

MELANCIITTION AND CALVIN. 

Of Mr. Land or s noti(jns in religion it W( iid bi) useless, 
and without polemic arguments it wouia be arrogant, to 
.say that they are false. It is sutHcient to say that they 
arc degrading. In the dialogue between Melanchthon and 
Calvin, it is clear that the former represents Mr. L. himself, 
and is not at all the Melanchthon whom wo may gather 
from his writings. IMr. Landor has heard that he was 
gentle and timid in action ; and he exhibits him as a mere 
develoj)ment of that Icey-note ; as a compromiser of all that 
is severe in doctrine; and as an effeminate picker and 
chooser in morals. God, in his conception of him, is not a 
father so much as a benign, but somewhat weak, old grand¬ 
father ; and avc, his grandchildren, being now and then 
rather naughty, arc vo be tickled with a rod made of 
feathers, but, upon the whole, may rely upon an eternity of 
Bugar-ijlums. For instance, take the puny idea ascribed to 
Melanchthon upon Idolatry ; and consider, for one moment, 
how little it corresponds to the vast machinery reared up 
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by God himself against this secret poison and dreadful 
temptation of humati nature. Mclanchtlion cannot mean to 
question the truth or the importance of the Old Testament; 
and yet, if his view of idolatry (as reported by L.) be sound, 
the Bible must have been at the root of the worst miseliief 
ever yet produced by idolatry, lie begins by describing 
idolatry as Jewish;” iusiuuatiug that it was an irregula¬ 
rity chiefly besetting the Jews. But how perverse a fancy! 
In the Jews, idolatry was a disease; in Pagan nations, it 
was the normal state. In a nation (if any such nation 
could exist) of crHins or of lepo'Sj nobody would talk of 
('.retinism or leprosy as of any jnorbi<l affection ; that W'ould 
be the regular and natural condition of man. But wdierc 
either Avas spoken of with horror as a ruinous taint in 
huniaii flt'sli, it wmiild argue that naturally (and, perhaps, 
by a large majority) the people were uninfected. Amongst 
I’agans, nobody talked of idolatry—no such idea existed— 
because that W'as the regular foriu of religious worship. To 
bo named at all, idolatry must be view'ed as standing in 
opposition to some higher worship that* is not idolatry. 
But, next, as we arc all agreed that in idolatry there is 
something evil, and (lifl'er oidy as to the pro[)riety of con¬ 
sidering it a Jewish evil—in wdiat does this evil lie ? It 
lies, according to the profound Landorian ]\lclanchthon, in 
this—that different idolaters figure the Deity under different 
forms: if they could all agree upon one and the same inode 
of figuring the invisible Being, there need be no quan’clling; 
in this case, consequently, there would be no harm hi idolatry 

o 

—none whatever. But, unhappily, it seems each nation, or 
sometimes section of a nation, has a different fancy: they get 
to disputing \ and from that they get to boxing, in which it 
is argued, lies the tme evil of idolatry. It is an eodra cause 
of broken heads. One tribe of men represent the Deity .is 
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a beautiful young man, with a lyre and a golden how ; 
another as a snake ; and a third—Egyptians, for instance, 
of old—as a beetle or an onion; these last, according to 
Juvenal’s remark, having the happy privilege of growing 
their own gods in their own kitchen-gardens. In all this 
there would be no harm, were it not for subsequent polemics 
and polemical assaults. Such, if we listen to Mr. L., is 
Mclanchthon’s profound theory * of a false idolatrous re¬ 
ligion. Were the police everywhere on an English footing, 
and the magistrates as unlike as possible to Turkish Cadis, 
nothing could be less objectionable; but, as things are, the 
beetle-worshipper despises the onion-worshipper; which 
breeds ill blood ; whence grows a cudgel; and from the 
cudgel a constable; and from the constable an unjust 
magistrate. Not so, Mr. Landor; thus did not Melanch- 
thon speak : and if he did^ and would defend it for a 
thousand times, then for a thousand times he would deserve 
to be trampled by posterity into that German mire which 
he sought to evade by his Grecian disguise.t The true 
evil of idolatry is this : There is one sole idea of God, 


* Melanchdton's profound theory:" —'J'hat the reader may not 
su])po8e me niisrcprescnling Mr. L, 1 Riihjoin his words, p. 224, vol. 
i.;—evil of idolatry is this—rival nations have raised np lival 
deities ; war hath hoeii denounced in the name of heaven ; men liave 
been murdered for the love of God ; and such impiety liath darkened 
all the regions of the world, that the Lord of all things hath hecn 
mocked by all simultaneously as the Lord of Hosts.” “ The evil of 
idolatry is, i^ot (we find) that it disfigures the Deity (hi which, it 
seems, there might be great harm), but that one men’s disfigura¬ 
tion differs from another man’s; which leads to quarrelling, and 
that to fighting." 

f ** Grecian disyidee :"—The true German name of this learned 
reformer was Schwarzerd (black earth); but the homeliness and pun 
provoking quality of such a designation induced Melanchthon to mask 
it in Greek, By the way, I do not understand how Mr. Landor. the 
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which corresponds adequately to his total nature. Of this 
idea, two things may be affirmed : the first being—that it 
is at the root of all absolute grandeur, of all truth, and of 
all moral perfection ; the second being—that, natural and 
easy as it seems when once unfolded, it could only have 
been unfolded by revelation; and, to all eternity, he that 
started with a false conception of God, could not, through 
any effort of his own, have exclianged it for a true one. 
All idolaters alike, though not all in equal degrees, by in¬ 
tercepting the idea of God through the prism of some 
representative creature that pariiall?/ resembles God, refract, 
Bjdintcr, and distort that idea. Ev(!n the idea of light, of 
the pure, solar light—the old Persian symbol of God—has 
that depraving necessity. Light itself, besides being an 
impn/ect symbol, is an incarnation for us. However ]im<' 
itself, or in its original divine manifestation, f)r us it is in¬ 
carnated in forms and in matter that are not jairc : it 
gravitates towards physical alliances, and therefore towards 
unspiritual pollutions. And all cxjjcrience shows that the 
tondcncy for man, loft to his own imagination, is down¬ 
wards. The purest symbol, deriv(;d from created things, 
can and will condescend to the grossness of inferior hunian 
natures, by submitting to mirror itself in more and more, 
earnal representative symbols, until finally the mixed element 
of resemblance to God is altogether buried and lost. God, 
by this succession of iiiipcrfcct intercej)tions, falls more ami 
more under the taint and limitation of the atieii elements 
associated with all created things ; and, for the ruin of all 
moral grandeur in man, every idolatroiiis nation left to itself 

arch-piirisl in orthography, reconciles his siielliiig of the name to Greek 
orthodoxy • there is no Greek word that could bo expro.sscd by the 
English syllabic “ cthon.’’ Such a word as Melanctlion for iilclanc/tt/dort 
would be a hybrid monsfer—neither fish, flesh, nor good red-herring. 
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will gradually bring round the idea of God into the idea of 
a powerful demon. Many things check and disturb this 
tendency for a time; but finally, and under that intense 
civilisation to which man intellectually is always hurrying 
under the eternal evolution of physical knowledge, such a 
degradation of God’s idea, ruinous to the moral capacities 
of man, would undoubtedly perfect itself, were it not for the 
kindling of a purer standard by revelation. Idolatry, there¬ 
fore, is not merely an evil, and one utterly beyond the 
power of social institutions to redress, but, in fact, it is the 
fountain of all other evil that seriously menaces the destiny 
of the human race. 

PORSON AND SOUTHEY. 

The two dialogues between Southey and Porson relate to 
Wordsworth; and they connect' Mr. Landor with a body 
of groundless criticism, for which vainly he will seek to 
evade his responsibility by pleading the caution posted up 
at the head of his Conversations, viz.—“ Avoid a mistake 
in attributing to the writer any opinions in this book but 
what are spoken under his own name.” If Porson, there¬ 
fore, should happen to utter villanics that are indictable, 
that (you arc to understand) is Person’s affair. Bonder 
unto Landor the eloquence of the dialogue, but render unto 
Porson any kicks which Porson may have merited by his 
atrocities against a man wdiom assuredly he never heard of, 
and probably never saw. Now, unless Wordsworth ran 
into Porson-in the streets of Cambridge on some dark night 
about the era of the French Eevolution, and capsized him 
into the kennel !~a thing which is exceedingly improbable, 
considering that Wordsworth was never tipsy except once 
in his life, yet, on the other hand, is exceeding probable, 
considering that Porson was very seldom otherwise—bailing 
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this one opening for a collision, there is no human possi¬ 
bility or contingency known to insurance offices, through 
which Porson ever could have been brought to trouble his 
liead about Wordsworth. It would have taken three 
witches, and three broom-sticks, clattering about his head, 
to have extorted from Porson any attention to a contem¬ 
porary poet that did not give first-rate feeds. And a man 
that, besides his criminal conduct in respect of dinners, 
actually made it a principle to drink nothing but water, 
would have seemed so depraved a character in Porson’s 
eyes that, out of regard to public decency, he would never 
have mentioned his name, had he even happened to know 
it. “ Oh, no ! he never mentioned him." Be assured of 
fhat. As to poetry, be it known that Porson read none 
whatever, unless it were either political or obscene. With no 
seasoning of cither sort, “ Wheiefore,” he would ask indig¬ 
nantly, “ should I waste my time upon a poem T Person 
had read the Rolliad, because it concerned his political party; 
he had read the epistle of Obereea, Queen of Otalicite, tf) 
Sir Joseph Banks, because, if Joseph was rather too de¬ 
mure, the poem was not. Else, and with such excc]»tions, 
he condescended not to any metrical writci* subseiiucnt 
to the era of Pope, whose Eloisa to Abelard he could say 
by heart, and could even mig from beginning to end ; 
which, indeed, he would do, whether you chose it or not, 
after a sufficient charge of brandy, and sometimes even 
though threatened with a cudgel, in case he persisted in 
his molestations. Waller he had also read, and occasion¬ 
ally quoted with effect. But as to a critique on Words¬ 
worth, w'hosc name had not begun to mount from the 
ground when Porson died,^' as reasonably and character- 

An equal mistake it is in Mr. Lanclor to put into the mouth of 
PorsoTi any vituperation of Mathias as one that had uttered opiniouB 
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istically might it have •been put into the mouth of the 
Hetman Platoff. Instead of Porson’s criticisms on writings 
which he never saw, let us hear Porson’s account of a 
fashionable rout in an aristocratic London mansion : it w^s 
the only party of distinction that this hirsute but most learned 
Theban ever visited; and his histoiy of "what passed (comic 
alike and tragic) is better worth preserving than “ Bran- 
tome,” or even tlian Swift’s “ Memoirs of a Parish Clerk.” 
It was by the hoax of a young Cantab that the Professor 
was ever decoyed into such a party : the thing was a 
swindle ; but his report of its natural pliilosophy is not 
on that account the less pictun‘sque :— 

SouthKY. —Why do you ropeut llie word ront so often? 

Poiwox.—I was once at one by mistake; and really I saw there 
what you describe: and this made me repeat the word and smile. 
Yon seem curious. 

SouTUKY.—Eatlier, indeed. 

upon Wordsworth. In the Pursuits of Literature., down to the fif¬ 
teenth edition, there is no mention of Wordsworth’s name. Southey 
is mentioned slightingly, and chiefly with reference to his then demo¬ 
cratic principles ; but not Coleridge, and not Wordswortli. Mathias 
soon after went to Italy, where he passed the rciuaind(“r of his life— 
died, 1 believe, and was buried—never, perhaps, having heard the 
name of Wordsworth. As to Porson, it is very true that Mathias took 
a few liberties \vith his private habits, such as his writing paiagraphs 
in the little cabinet fitted up for the <jens de plume at the Morniuf] 
Chronicle Otfiee, aud other trifles. But these, though impertinences, 
were not of a nature seriously to offend. They rather flai-\,‘‘rcd, by 
^the interest which they argued in his movements. And with regard 
to Porson’s main pretension, his exquisite skill in Creek, Mathias 
was not the m{iu to admire this too little: his weakness, fin that 
point he had a weakness, lay in the opposite direction. His own 
Greek was not a burden that could have foundered a camel: he was 
neither accurate, nor extensive, nor profound. But yet Mr. Landor 
is wrong in thinking that ho drew it from an Index. In his Italian, 
he had the advanttage probably very much of Mr. Landor liimsclf: 
at least, he wrote it with more fluency and compass; and even his 
metrical efforts in that language were admired by Italians 
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PoKSON. —I had been dining out; thfere were some who smoked 
after dinner; within a few hours, the fumes of their pipes produced 
such an effect on my head that I was willing to go into the air a little. 
Still I continued hot and thirsty; and an undcrgrailujitc, whose tutor 
was my old acquaintance, proposed that we should turn into an oyster- 
cellar, and refresh ourselves with oysters and porter. The rogue, 
instead of this, conducted me to a fashionable liousc in the neighbour¬ 
hood of St. James’s; and, although I expostulated >\ith him, and 
insisted that wo were going up stairs and not down, he appeared to 
me so ingenuous in his protestations to the contrary tliat 1 could well 
disbelieve him no longer. Nevertheless, receiving on the stairs many 
shoves and elbowings, I could not ludp lolling him plainly—that, il 
indeed it was the oyster-collar in Fleet Ktrcet, the company was ninch 
altered for the worse; and that, in future, 1 should frequent another. 
When the fumes of the pipes had left me, 1 discovered the deceit by 
the brilliancy and indecen«;y of the drosses; and was resolved not to 
fall into temptation. Although, to my great satisfaction, no immodest 
proposal was directly made to me, I looked about anxious that no other 
man should know me beside him whose ■wantonnoss had conducted 


methilhor; and I would have escaped, if 1 could have found the 
door, from which every effoiL I luado appeared to remove mo faitljer 
and farther. . . . A pretty woman said loudly, “ Jle has no gloves 


on “ What nails the creature has !” ri'pliod an older i»nQ : “ Piano¬ 


forte keys wanting the white." 


I pause to say that this, by all accounts whicli have 
reached posterity, was really no slander. The Professor’s 
forks had hocoiiic rather of the dingiest, probably through 
inveterate habits of scratching up Greek roots from dilu- 
viaii mould, some of it older than Deucalion’s flood, and 
very good, perhaps, for turnips, but loss so for tbo digits 
which turn up turnips. What followed, however, if it 
were of a nature to be circumstantially repeated, must have 
been more trying to the sensibilities of the Greek oracle, 
and to the blushes of the policemen dispersed tliroughout the 
rooms, than even the harsh critique upon his nails; which, 
let the wits say wliat they would in their malice, were no 
doubt washed regularly enough once every three years. 
And, even if they were notf I should say that this is not 
so strong a fact as sOlue that arc reported about many 
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a continental professor. ‘ Mrs. Clermont, with the twofold 
neatness of an Englishwoman and a Quaker, told me that, 
on visiting Pcstalozzi, the celebrated education professor, 
at Yverdun, about 1820, her first impression, from a dis¬ 
tant view of liis dilax)idatcd premises, was profound horror 
at the grimness of his complexion, which struck her as no 
complexion formed by nature, but as a deposition from half 
a century of atmospheric rust—a most ancient cerugo. She 
insisted on a radical purification, as a sine quo non towards 
any interview with herself. The meek professor consented. 
Mrs, Clermont hired a stout Swiss charwoman, used to the 
scouring of staircases, kitchen floors, &c. ; the professor, 
whom, on this occasion, one may call “ the prisoner,” was 
accommodated with a seat (as prisoners at the bar some¬ 
times are with us) in the centre of a mighty washing-tub, 
and then scoured through a long summer forenoon, by the 
strength of a brawny Helvetian arm. “ And now, my dear 
friend,” said Mrs. Clermont to myself, “ is it thy opinion 
that this was cruel 1 Some people say it was ; and I wish 
to disguise nothing \—it was not mere soap that I had him 
scoured with, but soap and sand; so, say honestly, dost 
thee call that cruel?” Laughing no more than the frailty 
of my human nature compelled me, I replied, “ Far from it ; 
on the contrary, everybody must be charmed with her con¬ 
sideration for tlie professor, in not having him cleaned on 
the same principle as her carriage, viz., taken to the stable- 
yard, mopped severely” (“ mobbed^ dost thee sayshe 
exclaimed. No, no,” I said, “ not mobbed, but mopped^ 
until the gravel should be all gone”), “ tlien pelted witli 
buckets of water by firemen, and, finally, currycombed and 
nibbed down by two grooms, keeping a sharp susurrus* 

* JSusurrua :—The reader, who has bad any experience of stable 
usages, will know that grooms alwa} s keep up a hisniig accompaui- 
ment whilst curry combing a horse «« paviours do a croauintr. 
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between them, so as to soothe his wounded feelings; after 
all which, a feed of oats might not have been amiss.” 
The result, however, of this scouring extraordinary was 
probably as fatal as to Mambrino’s helmet in Don Quixote. 

• Pestalozzi issued, indeed, from the wasliing-tub like Aeson 
from Medea’s kettle ; he took his station amongst a younger 
and fairer generation ; and the dispute was now settled 
whether he belonged to the Caucasian or Mongi'liau race. 
But his intellect was thought tt) have suffered seriously. 
The tarnish of fifty or sixty years seemed to have acquired 
powers of re-acting as a stimulant upon the professor’s fixncy I 
through the rete mucosumj or through—heaven knows wliat. 
He was too old to be converted to cleanliness ; the Paganism 
of a neglected person at seventy becomes a sort of religion 
interwoven with tlie nervous system—just as the wcll-kuowu 
/V/m Polonica from which tlio Frencli armies suffered so 
much in Poland, during 1807-8, tliough produced by neglect 
of the hair, will not be cured by extirpation ol‘ tlie hair. 
The hair becomes matted into Medusa locks, or what looks 
like snakes ; and to cut these off is oftentimes to cause 
nervous frenzy, or other great constitutional disturbance, 

1 -never heard, indeed, that Pestalozzi suffered apoplexy 
from liis scouring ; but certainly his ideas on education 
gi'ow bewildered, and will be found essentially damaged, 
after that great epoch—liis baptism by water and sand. 

Now, in comixarisou of an Orson like this man of Yx er- 
dim—this great Swiss reformer, who might, perhaps, hax'^e 
bred a pet variety of typhus fever for his oxs ii separate use 
—wdiat signify Person’s nails, though worse than Ciiliban’s 
or Nebucliadnezzar’s ? 

This Hreek professor, Porson—whose knowledge of En¬ 
glish was so limited that his total cargo might have been 
embarked on board a walnut-shell, on the bosom of a slop 
O-VII I. 
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bason, and insured for three half-pence—astonishes me^ 
that have been studying English for thirty years and up¬ 
wards, by the strange discoveries that he announces in this 
held. One and all, I fear, are mares* nests. He dis¬ 
covered, for instance, on his first and last reception amongst 
aristocratic people, that in this region of society a female 
bosom is called her neck. But, if it really had been so 
called, I see no objection to the principle concerned in such 
disguises; and 1 see the greatest to that savage frankness 
which virtually is indicated with applause in the Porsonian 
remark. Let us consider. It is not that we cannot speak 
freely of the female bosom, and we do so daily. In dis¬ 
cussing a statue, we do so without reserve ; and in the act 
of suckling an infant, the bosom of every woman is an idea 
so sheltered by the tenderness and sanctity with which all 
but ruffians invest the organ of maternity, that no man 
scruples to name it, if the occasion warrants it. He sup¬ 
presses it only as he suppresses the name of God ; not as 
an idea that can itself contain any indecorum, but, on the 
contrary, as making other and more trivial ideas to become 
indecorous when associated with a conception rising so much 
above their own standard. Equally, the words, afflictions 
guilts •penitences remorse, &c., are proscribed from the ordinary 
current of conversation amongst mere acquaintances ; and 
for the same reason, viz., that they touch chords too im¬ 
passioned and profound for harmonizing with the key in 
which the mere social civilities of life are exchanged Mean¬ 
time, it is ^t true that any custom ever prevailed in any class 
of calling a woman’s bosom her neck. Person goes on to 
say, that for his part, he was bom in an age when people 
had thighs. Well, a great many people have thighs still. 
But in all ages there must have been many of whom it is 
laudul to suspect such a fact zoologically ; and yet, as men 
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honouring our own race, and all its veils of mystery, not too 
openly to insist upon it, which, luckily, there is seldom any 
occasion to do. 

tr 

Mr. Landor conceives that we ore growing worse in the 
pedantries of false delicacy. I think not. His own resi¬ 
dence in Italy has injured his sense of discrimination. It 
is not his countrymen tliat have grown conspicuously more 
demure and prudish, but he himself that has grown in Italy 
more tolerant of what is really a blameable coarscn(3ss. 
Various instances occur in these volumes of that fiiulty 
compliance with Southern grossness. The tendencies of 
the age, among ourselves, lie certainly in one channel to¬ 
wards excessive refinement. So far, however, they do but 
balance the opposite tendencies in some other channels. 
The craving for instant effect in style—as it brings foiward 
many disgusting Germanisms and other barbarisms—as it 
transplants into literature much slang from the street—fis 
it reacts painfully upon the grandeurs of the antique 
scriptural diction, by recalling into colloquial use many 
consecrated words which thus lose their cathedral beauty— 
also operates daily amongst journalists, by the temptations 
of apparent strength that lurk in plain speaking or even in 
brutality. What other temptation, for instance, can be 
supposed to govern those who, in speaking of hunger as it 
affects our paupers, so needlessly revolt us by the very 

coarsest English word for the Latin word venier ? Surely 

• 

the word stomach would be intelligible to everybody, and 
yet disgust nobody. It would do for htm that affects plain 
speaking ; it would do for you ani me that recoil from 
gross speaking. Signs from abroad speak the very same 
language, as to the lib&i'al tendencies (in this point') of the 
nineteenth century. Formerly, it was Jreason for a Spaniard, 
even in a laudatory copy of verses, to suppose his own Queen 
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lowered to the level of other females by the possession of 
legs ! Constitutionally, the Queen was incapable of legs. 
How then her Majesty contrived to walk, or could be 
supposed to dance, the Inquisition soon taught the poet was 
no concern of his. Royal legs for females were an incon¬ 
ceivable thing—except amongst Protestant nations; some 
of whom the Spanish Church affirmed to be evmn disfigured 
by tails ! Having tails, of course they might have legs. 
But not Catholic queens. Now-a-days, so changed is all 
this, that if you should even express. your homage to her 
Most Catholic Majesty, liy sending her a pair of embroidered 
gartere—^which certainly pre-suppose logs—there is no doubt 
that the Spanish Minister of Finatice would gratefully cany 
them to account—on the principle that “everylittle helps.” 
Mr. Person is equally wrong, as I conceive, in another 
illustration of this matter, drawn from the human toes, and 
specifically from the great toe. It is true, that, in refined 
society, upon any rare nec(issity arising for alluding to so 
inconsiderable a member of the human statue, generally this 
i.s done at jircsent by the French term doUjt-de-pied — 
though not always—as may be seen in various honorary 
certificates granted to cliiropodists within the last twenty 
months. And whereas Mr. Person ask.s patlmtically—What 
harm hjis the great toe done, that it is never to be named ? 
I answer—Tlui greatest harm j as may be seen in the first 
act of “ Coriolamis,” where Metienim justly complains, th^t 
tliis arrogant subaltern of the crural systc'in, 

.5' i*ing basest, n)eane.st, vilest, 

Still goeth foremost.” 

FiVen in the villany of running away from battle, this un¬ 
worthy servant still asserts precedency. I repeat, however, 
that the general tendencies of the age, as to the just limits 
of parrhesia (using the Greek word in a -eense wider than 
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of old), are moving at present upon two opposite tacks ; 
which fact it is, as in some other cases, that makes the 
final judgment difficult. 

ROMAN IMPERATOR. 

Mr. Landor, though really learned, often puts his learu- 
-ing into liis pocket. 

Thus, with respect to the German Empire, Mr. L. asserts 
that it was a chimera; that the Imperium Gemianiaim 
was a mere usage of speech, founded (if I understand him) 
not even in a legal fiction, but in a blunder; that a Ger¬ 
man /mperntot' never had a true histoiical existence ; aiifl, 
finally, that even the R(.)mau title of Impei'cAor —which un¬ 
questionably surmounted in grandeur all titles of honour that 
ever were or w'ill be—ranged in dignity below the title of 

I believe him wrong in every one of theso doctrines; k‘t 
us confine ourselves to the last. Tlie title of Imperator 
was not originaUij either above or below tlio title of Rex, 
or even upon the same level; it was what logicians call 
disparate —it radiated from a different centre, precisely as 
the modem title of Decaniis^ or Dean^ which is originally 
astrological (see the cider Scaliger on Maiiilius), has no 
relation, whether of superiority or equality or inferiority, to 
the title of Colonel, nor the title of Cardinal any such re¬ 
lation to that of Field-Marshal; and quite as little had 
Rex to Imperator. Masters of Ceremonies, or Lord Cham¬ 
berlains, may certainly create a precedency in favour of any 
title whatever in regard to any other title; but such a 
precedency for any of the cases before us would.be arbitraiy, 
and not growing out of any internal principle, though use¬ 
ful for purposes of convenience. As regards the Roman 
Impei'oior, originally like the Roman Praetor —this title, 
and the official rank, pointed exclusively to military dia- 
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tmctionek Tn piOcess of time, the Prsetor came to be a 
legal officer, and the Imperator to be the supreme political 
officer. But the motive for assuming the title of ImperatoTj 
as the badge or cognizance of the sovereign authority, when 
the great transfiguration of the Republic took place, seems 
to have been this: An essentially new distribution of 
political powera had become necessary, and this change 
masked itself to Romans, published itself in menaces and 
muttering thunder to foreign states, through the martial , 
title of Imperator. A new equilibrium was demanded by 
the changes which time and luxury and pauperism had 
silently worked in the composition of Roman society. If 
Rome was to be saved from herself—if she was to be saved 
from the eternal flux and reflux, ac*tion and reaction, 
amongst her oligarchy of immense estates (which condition 
of tilings it was that forced on the great sine qud non re- 
forms of Cmsar, against all the babble of the selfish Cicero, 
of the wicked Cato, and of the debt-ridden Senate)—then it 
was indispensable that a new order of powers should bo 
combined for bridling her internal convulsions. To carry 
her off from her own self-generated vorlex, which would, in 
a very few years, have engulfed her, and drawn lier down 
into fragments, some machinery as new as steam-power was 
required : her own native sails filled in the wrong direction. 
There were already powers in the constitution equal to the 
work, but distracted and falsely lodged. These must be 
gathered into one hand. And yet, as names arc all- 
powerful upoi^pour frail race, this re-cast must be verbally 
disguised. .The title must be such as, wiiilst flattering the 
Roman pride, might yet announce to oriental powera a 
idenipotentiary of Rome who argued all disputed points, not 
00 much strongly as (in Irish phrase) “ with a strong back ’* 
—not ^0 much piquing himself on Aristotelian syllogismB 
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that came within Barham and CdarerUy as upon thirty legions 
that stood within call. The Consulship was good for little; 
thaty with some reservations, could be safely resigned into 
subordinate hands. The consular name, and the name of 
Senate, which was still sulOTered to retain an obscure vitality 
and power of resurrection, continued to throw a popular 
lustre over the government. Millions were duped. But 
the essential offices, the offices in which settled the organs 
of all the life in the administration, were these :—1. Of 
’ Military Commq,nder-in-Chief (including such a partition of 
the provinces as might seal the authority in this officer’s 
hands, and yet flatter the people through the Senate) ; 
2.. Of Censor, so as to watch the action of morals and social 
usages upon politics; 3. Of Pontifex Maximus ; 4. And 
finally, of Tribune. The tribunitial power, next after the 
military power, occupied the earliest anxieties of the. Csesars. 
All these powers, and some others belonging to less dignified 
functions, were made to run through the siime central rings 
(or what in mail-coach harness is called the turrets ): the 
“ ribbons ” were tossed up to one and the same imperial 
coachman, looking as amiable as ho could, but, in fact, a 
very truculent personage, having powers more unlimited 
than was always safe for himself. And now, after all this 
change of things, what was to be the name 1 By what 
title should men know him ? Much depended upon that. 
The tremendous S 3 Tnbols of S. P. Q. R. still remained ; nor 
had they lost their power. On the contrary, the great idea 
of the Roman destiny, as of some vast phantom moving 
under God to some unknown endf was greater than ever : 
the idea was now so great, that it had outgrown aU its repre¬ 
sentative realities. Consul and Proconsul would no longer 
answer, because they represented too exclusively the interior 
or domestic fountains of power, and not the external relations 
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to the terraqueous globe which were beginning to expand 
with sudden accelerations of velocity. The central power 
could not be forgotten by any who were near enough to have 
tasted its wiuth; but now there was arising a necessity 
for expressing, by some great unity of denomination, so as 
no longer to lose the totality in the separate partitions—the 
enormity of the circumference. A necessity for this had 
repeatedly been found in negotiations, and in contests of 
ceremonial rank with oriental powers, as between Burselves 
and China. With Persia, the greatest of these powers, an 
instinct of inevitable collision* had, for some time, been 
ripening. It became requisite that there should be a repre¬ 
sentative officer for the whole Roman grandeur, and one 
capable of standing on the same level as the Persian king 
of kings ; and this necessity arose at the very same moment 
that a new organization was required of Roman power for 
domestic purposes. There is no doubt that both purposes 
were consulted in the choice of the title Impt/i'atar. The 
chief alternative title was that of Dictator. But to this, as 
regarded Romans, there were two objections—first, that it 
was a mere provisional title, always commemorating a tran¬ 
sitional emergency, and pointing to some happier condition, 
which the extraordinary powers of the officer ought soon to 
establish. It was in the nature of a problem, and continu¬ 
ally asked for its own solution. The Dictator dictated. 
He was the greatest ipse dixit that ever was heard of. It 
reminded the people verbally of despotic power and auto¬ 
cracy. Tlien again, as regarded foreign nations, unacquainted 
with the Roman constitation, and throughout the servile 

* Herod the Great, and liis father Antipater, owed the favour of 
Rom^'and, finally, the throne of Judea, to the seasonable election 
which they made between Rome and Persia; but not made without some 
doubts, as between forces hardly yet brought to a satisfactory equation. 
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East incapable of understanding it, the title of Dictator had 
DO meaning at all. The Speakei' is a magnificent title in 
England, and makes brave men sometimes shake in their 
shoes. But yet, if from rustic ignorance it is not under¬ 
stood, even that title means nothing. 

Of the proudest Speaker that England ever saw, viz., 
Sir Edward Seymour, it is recorded that his grandeur failed 
him, sank imder him, like the Newgate drop, at the veiy 
momcnt\rhcn his boiling anger most relied upon and re¬ 
quired it. He was riding near Barnet, wlicu a mstuj 
waggoner ahead of him, by keeping obstinately the middle 
of the road, prevented him from passing. Sir Edward 
motioned to him magnificently^ that he must turn his 
horses to the left. The carter, on some fit of the sulks 
(perhaps from the Jacobinism innate in man), despised this 
pantomime, and sturdily persisted in his mutinous disre¬ 
spect. On which Sir Edward sliouted : “ Fellow, do you 
know who I am ?” replied our rebellious friend, 

meaning, when faithfully translated, no. “ Are you aware, 
sirrah,” said Sir Edward, now thoroughly incensed, “ that 
I am the right honourable the Speaker 1 At your peril, 
sir, in the name of the Commons of England, in Parlia¬ 
ment assembled, quarter instantly to the left.” This was 
said in that dreadful voice which sometimes reprimanded 
j)enitent offenders, kneeling at the bar of the House. Tlie 
carter, more struck by the terrific tones than the words, 
spoke an aside to “Dobbin” (his “ thill”*'Miorse), which 
procured an opening to the blazing Speaker, and then re¬ 
plied thus—“ Speaker ! Why, if so bo as thou can’st 
speak, whoy-y-y-y-y ” (in the tremulous undulation with 
which he was used to utter his sovereign whoah-h-h-h to 


* i.e., Shaft-horse.—See Shakspere’s Love's Labour's Lost. 
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bis horses)) “ Whoy-y-y-jr didn’t-a ppeak afore ?*’ The 
waggoner, it seemed, had presumed Sir Edward, from his 
mute pantomime, to be a dumb man; and all which the 
proud Speaker gained, by the proclamation of his style and 
title, was to be exonerated from that suspicion, but to the 
heavy discredit of his sanity. A Eoman Dictator stood 
quite as poor a chance with foreigners, as our Speaker with 
a rustic. “ Dictator ! let him dictate to his wife ^ but he 
shan’t dictate to us.” Any title, to prosper witff distant 
nations, must rest upon the basis of arms. And this fell 
in admirably with the political exigency for Rome herself. 
The title of Imperator was liable to no jealousy. Being 
entirely a military title, i# clashed with no civil pretensions 
whatever. Being a military title, that recorded a triumph 
over external enemies in the field, it was dear to the patriotic 
heart; whilst it directed the eye to a quarter where all 
increase of power was concurrent with increase of benefit 
to the State. And again, as the honour had been hitherto 
purely titular, accompanied by some ancloritas^ in the Ro¬ 
man sense (not always honour, for Cicero was an Imperator 
on account of Cilician exploits, which he himself reports with 
laughter), but no separate authority in our modern sense, 
even in military circles it was open to little jealousy ; nor 
apparently could ripen into a shape that ever would be so, 
since, according to all precedent, it would be continually 
balanced by the extension of the same title, under popular 
militaiy suffrage, to other fortunate leaders. Who could 
foresee, at tl^ inauguration of this reform, that this pre¬ 
cedent would be abolMed % who could guess that hence- 
forwards no more triumphs (but only a sparing distribution 
of triumphal decorations) ; henceforwards no more impera- 
tori^ titles for anybody outside of the one consecrated 
family % All this was hidden in the bosom of the earliest 
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Imperator: he seemed, to the great mass of the people, 
perfectly innocent of civic ambition : ho rested upon his 
truncheon— i. e., upon S. P. Q. R. : like Napoleon, he said, 
I am hut the first soldier of the republic,” that is, the 
most dutiful of her servants; and, like Napoleon, under 
cover of this paludamentum, of this supreme martial robe, 
he had soon filched every ensign of authority by which the 
organs of public power could speak. But, at the begin¬ 
ning, thil*^title of Imperator was the one by far the best 
fitted to mask all this, to disarm suspicion, and to win 
the confidence of the people. 

The title, therefore, began in something like imposture ; 
and it was not certainly at firstfitlio gorgeous title into 
which it afterwards blossomed. The earth did not yet ring 
with it. The rays of its diadem were not then the first 
that said All hail ! to the rising, tlie last that said Fare¬ 
well 1 to the setting sun. But still it was already a 
splendid distinction ; and, in a Roman car, it must have 
sounded far above all competition from tlie trivial title (in 
that day) of “ Rex,” unless it were the Persian Rex, viz., 
“ Rex Regum.” Romans gave the title ; they stooped not 
to accept it.* Even Mark Antony, in the all-magnificent 


* “ Stooped not to accept it —Tlie notion that Julias Cesar, who 
of all men must have held cheapest the title of Rex^ had seriously 
intrigued to obtain it, arose (as I conceive) from two mistakes: first, 
from a misinterpretation of a figurative ceremony in the pageant of 
the Lupercalia. The Romans were ridiculously punctilious in this 
kind of jealousy. They charged Pompey at one time with a plot for 
making himself king, because he wore white bandages round his 
thighs; for whitCf in olden days, was ns much the regal colour as 
purple. Think, dear reader, of us—of you and me—being charged 
with making ourselves kings, because we may choose to wear white 
cotton drawers. Pompey was voiy angry, and swore bloody oaths 
that it was not ambition which had cased his thighs in white/ oscmb. 
“ Why, what is it then Y‘ said a grave citizen. “ What is it, man ?” 
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description of him by Shakspcre’s Cleopatra, could give it 
in showers—kings waited in his ante-room, and from his 
pocket fell crowns and sceptres.” The title of Imperator 
was indeed reaped in glory that transcended the glory of 
earth, but it was not, therefore, sown in dishonour. 

We ai’e all astonished at Mr. Laiidor—^myself and three 
hundred select readers. What can he mean by tilting 
against the Imperator—Semper Augustus? Before him 
the sacred fire (that burned from century to century) went 
pompously in advance, en-opwevs —before him the children 
of Europe and Asia—of Africa and the islands, rode as 
dorypheroi; his sormtophulahes or body-guards, were princes ; 
and his empire, when burning out in Byzantium, furnished 
from its very ruins the models for our western honours and 
ceremonial. Had it even begun in circumstances of igno¬ 
miny, that would have been cured easily by its subsequent 
triumph. Many arc the titles of earth that have found a 
glory in looking back to the humility of their origin as its 
most memorable feature. The fisherman who sits upon 
Mount Palatine, in some respects the grandest of all poten- 


rcplied Pompoy, “it is rheumatism.” Dogberry must have had a 
hand in this charge; “ Dost tliou hear, thou varlet ? Thou' art 
charged with incivism ; and it shall go bard with me but I will prove 
thee to thy face a false knave, and guilty of flat rheumatism.” Tbo 
other reason which has tended to confirm posterity in the belief that 
Cfeaar really coveted the title of Bex^ was the confusion of the trutli 
arising with Greek writers. Basileus, the term by which indiffer¬ 
ently they designated the mighty Artaxerxes and the pettit st regulus, 
’ was tho origihal translatipn used for Imperator. Subsequently, and 
especially after Dioclesian had approximated tho aulic pomps to 
eastern models, the terms Autocrator, Kniaar^ Augustus^ Sehastoa, 
&c., came more into use. But after Trajan’s time, or even to that 
of Commodus, generally the same terms which expressed Imperator 
and Imperatorial (viz., Basileus and Basilikos) to a Grecian ear ex* 
pfMsed Bex and Begalis. 
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tates, as one wielding both earthly and heavenly thunders, 
is the highest example of this. Some, like the Mamelukes 
of Egypt, and the early Janizaries of the Porte, have glori¬ 
fied themselves in being slaves. Others, like the Caliphs, 
have founded their claims to men’s homage in the fact of 
being successors to those who (between ourselves) were 
knaves. And Once it happened to Professor Wilson and 
myself, that we travelled in the same post-chaise with a 
most agreeable madman, who, amongst a variety of other 
select facts which he communicated, was kind enough to 
give us the following etymological account of our mimh- 
respected ancestors the Saxons ; which furnishes a further 
illustration (quite unknown to the learned) of the fact— 
that honour may gloiy in deducing itself from circumstances 
of hiypility. He assured us that these worthy Pagans were 
a league, comprehending every single brave man of Ger¬ 
man blood; so much so, that on sailing away they left 
that unhappy land in a state of universal cowardice, which 
accounts for the licking it subsequently received from Napo- 

m 

leoii. The Saxons were vciy poor, as brave men too often 
are. In fact, they had no breeclics, and, of course, no silk 
stockings. They had, however, sacks, which they mounted 
on their backs, whence naturally their name Saa;-on. SaeJes- 
on I was the one word of command, and that spoken the 
army was ready. In reality, it was treason to take them off. 
But this indorsement of their persons was not assumed on 
any Jewish principle of humiliation; on the contrary, in 
the most flagrant spirit of defiance to the whole race 
man. For they proclaimed that, having no breeches nor silk 
stockings of their own, they intended, wind and weather 
permitting, to fill these same sacks with those of other men. 
The Welshmen then occupying England were reputed t/} 
have a good stock of both, and in quest of this Welsh ward- 
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robe the Sachs-on army sailed. With what success it is not 
requisite to say, since here in one post-chaise, one thousand 
four hundred and thirty years after, were three of their pos¬ 
terity, the professor, the madman, and myself, indorsees (as 
you may say) of the original indorsers, who were all well 
equipped with the objects of this great Sacks-on exodus. 

It is true tliat the word emperor is not in every situation 
so impressive as the word king. But tJmt arises in part 
from the latter word having less of specialty about it; it is 
more catholic, and to that extent more poetic \ and in part 
from accidents of position which disturb the relations of 
many other titles besides. The Proconsul had a grander 
sound, as regarded military expeditions, than the principal 
from whom he emanated. The Siirena left a more awful 
reinembrance of his title upon the comrades of Julian, ip his 
Persian expedition, than the Siirena’s master. And there 
arc many cases extant iu which the word migel strikes a 
deeper key—cases where power is contemplated as well as 
beauty or mysterious existence—than the word arphangel, 
though confessedly higher in the hierarchies of heaven. 

Let me now draw the reader’s attention to Count Julian^ 
a great conception of Mr. Landor’s. 

The fable of Count Julian (that is, when comprehending 
all the parties to that web, of which he is the centre) may 
be pronounced the grandest w’hi(ih modern history unfolds. 
It is, and it is not^ scenical. In some portions (as the fate 
so mysterious of Roderick, and in a higher sense of Julian) 
it rises as msdeh above what the stage could illustrate, as 

I 

does Thermopylae above the petty details of narration. The 
man was mad that, instead of breathing from a hurricane of 
harps some mighty ode over Thermopylae, fancied the little 
conceit of weaving if into a metrical novel or succession of 
incidents. Yet on the other hand, though rising higher, 
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Count Julian sinks lower : though the passions rise far 
above Troy, above Marathon, above Thermopylae, and are 
such passions as could not have existed under Paganism, in 
some respects they condescend and pre-conform to the stage. 
The characters are aU different, aU marked, all in positwn ; 
by which, never assuming fixed attitudes os to purpose and 
interest, the passions are deliriously complex, and the situa¬ 
tions are of corresponding grandeur. Metius Fuffetius, 
Alban traitor ! that wort torn limb from limb by antagonist 
yet confederate chariots, thy tortures, seen by sliuddcring 
armies, were not comparable to the unseen tortures in Count 
Julian’s mind; who—whether his treason prospered or not, 
whether his dear outraged daughter lived or died, whether 
his king were trampled in the dust by the horses of infidels, 
or escaped as a wreck from the fiery struggle, whether his 
dear native Spain fell for ages under misbelieving hounds, 
or, combining her strength, tossed off but then also 
himself, with equal loathing from her shores—saw, as he 
looked out into the mighty darkness, and stretched out his 
penitential hands vainly for. pity or for pardon, nothing but 
the blackness of ruin, and ruin that was too probably to 
career through centuries. “ To this pass,” as Cmsar said 
to his soldiers at Pharsalia, “ had his enemies reduced 
himand Count Julian might truly say, as he stretched 
himself a rueful suppliant before the Cross, listening to the 
havoc that was driving onwards before the dogs of the 
Crescent, “ My enemies, because they would not remember 
that I was a man, forced me to forget that I was a 
Spaniard : to forget thee, 0 native Spain ! and, alas I thee, 
O faith of Christ!” 

The story is wrapt in gigantic mists, and looms upon one 
like the Grecian fable of CEdipus; and there will be great 
reason for disgust, if the deep Arabic researches now going 
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on in the Esciirial, or at Vienna, should succeed in stripping 
it of its grandeurs. For, as it stands at present, it is the 
most fearfiil lesson extant of the great moral, that crime 
propagates crime, and violence inherits violence; nay, a 
lesson on the awful necesuty which exists at times, that 
one tremendous wrong should blindly reproduce itself in 
endless retaliatory wrongs. To have resisted the dread 
temptation, would have needed an angel’s nature : to have 
yielded, is but human ; should it, then, plead in vain for 
pardon ? and yet, by some mystery of evil, to have per¬ 
fected this human vengeance, is, finally, to land all parties 
alike, oppressor and oppressed, in the passions of hell.- 
Mr. Landor, who always rises with his subject, and 
dilates like Satan into Tenerilfc or Atlas, when he secs be¬ 
fore him an antagonist worthy of his powers, is probably the 
one man in Europe that has adequately conceived the situa¬ 
tion, the stern self-dependency, and the monumental miseiy 
of Count Julian. That sublimity of penitential grief, which 
cannot accept (consolation from man, cannot hear external 
reproach, cannot condescend to notice insult, cannot so 
much as see the curiosity of bystanders ; that awful care¬ 
lessness of all but the troubled deeps within his own heart, 
and of God’s spirit brooding npoji their sui’fixce, and search¬ 
ing their abysses, never was so majestically described as in 
the following lines ; it is the noble Spaniard, Hernando, 
comprehending and loving Count Julian in the midst of his 
treasons, who speaks :—Tarik, the gallant Moor, having 
saidjjhat at l§st the (>ount must be happy ; for that 

“ Delicious calm 

Follows the fierce onjoyiTieiit cf revenge.” 
llemafido replies thus :— 

That calm was never his; no other loiZZ be, 

Not victory, that o'ershadows him, sees he: 
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No airy and light passion stirs abroad 
To ruffle or to soothe him; all are quell’d 
Beneath a mightier, sterner, stress of mind. 

Wakeful he sits, and lonely, and nnmoved, 

Beyond the arrows, shouts, and views of men. 

As oftentimes an eagle, ere the sun 
Throws o’er the varying earth his early ray, 

Stands solitary—stands immovable 
Upon some highest cliff, and rolls his eye, 

Clear, constant, unobservant, unabased, 

In the cold light above the dews of morn.” 

One change suggests itself to mo as possibly for the better, 
viz., if the magnificent line— 

“ Beyond the arrows, shouts, and views of men ”— 
were transferred to the secondary object, the eagle, placed 
jxfter what is now the last line, it would give a fuller lyth- 
mus to tlio close of the entire passage ; it would be more 
literally applicable to the majestic and solitary bird, than 
to the majestic and solitary man ; whilst a figurative ex¬ 
pression even more impassioned might be found for the 
utter self-absorption of Count Julian’s spirit—too grandly 
sorrowful to be capable of disdain. 

It completes the picture of this ruined prince, that Her¬ 
nando, the sole friend (except his daughter) still cleaving 
to him, dwells with yearning desire upon his death, know¬ 
ing the necessity of this consummation to his own secret 
desires, knowing the forgiveness which would settle upon 
his memory after that last penalty should liave been paid 
for bis errors, comprehending the peace that would then 
swallow up the storm :— 

“ For his own sake I coulrl endure his loss. 

Pray for it. and thank God: yet mourn I must 
Him above all, so great, so bountiful, 

So blcpseii once I " 

It is no satisfaction to Hernando that Julian should “yearn 
0 2 
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for death with speechless love,” hut Julian does so : and it 
is in vain now, amongst these irreparable ruins, to wish it 
otherwise. 

“ ’Tifl not my solace that ’tis* his desire: 

• Of all who pass ub in life’s drear descent 

We grieve the most for those who wished to die.” 

How much, then, is in this brief drama of Count Julian, 
chiselled, as one might think, by the hands of that sculptor 
who fancied the great idea of chiselling Mount Athos into 
a demigod, which almost insists on being quoted: which 
seems to rebuke and frown on one for not quoting it; pas¬ 
sages to which, for their solemn grandeur, one raises one’s 
hat as at night in walking und('r the Coliseum ; passages 
which, for their luxury of loveliness, should be inscribed on 
the jihylacteries of brides, or upon the frescoes of lonia^ 
illustrated by the gorgeous allegories of Eubens. 

•“ Scd fngit interca, fngit iirepaiihile tenipns, 

SingiiU dum capli circumvcctanmr amoic ” 

Yet, reader, in spite of time, one word more on the subject 
we are quitting. Father Time is eeitaiidy become very 

♦ ” 'Tis:" —Scotclimca and Irisliiuen (for a reason which it may 
be elsewhere woi th while explaining) make the same mistake of sup¬ 
posing ’its and 'twas admissible in prose: vhich is shocking to an 
English eai, foi since an eaily pait of the last contuiy they have become 
essentially poetic foims, and cannot, without a sense of painful aflFec- 
tation and sentimentality, bo used in convcisation or in ow// mode of 
prose. Mr. Landor docs not make that mistake, but the n duplica¬ 
tion of the ha this Hue,—will bo permit me to say ?—is dreadful. 
He is vide awake to such blemishes in other men of all nations 
He blazes away all day long against the trespasses of that class, like 
a man in bpiing protecting corn-fields against birds. And if oxer 
I publish that work on Style, which for years has been in preparation, 
I fear that, from ]Mr. Landor, it will be necessary to cull some stiiking 
flaws in composition, w'ere it only that in his works must bo sought 
bome of its most striking brilliancies. 
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unportunate and clamorously shrill since he has been 
fitted up with that horrid railway-whistle ; and even old 
Mother Space is growing rather impertinent, when she 
speaks out of monthly journals licensed to cany but small 
quantities of bulky goods ; yet one thing I must say in 
spite of them both. 

It is, that although wc have had from men of memorable 
genius, Shelley in particular, both direct and indirect 
attempts (some of them powerful attempts) to realize the 
great idea of Prometheus, which idea is so great, that (like 
the primeval majesties of Human Innocence, of Avenging 
Deluges that are past, of Fiery Visitations yet to come) it 
has had strength to pass through many climates, and 
through many religions, without essential loss, but surviv¬ 
ing, witliout tarnish, every furnace of chance and change ; 
so it is that, after all has been done which intellectual 
power could do since Aeschylus (and since Milton in his 
Satan), no embodiment of the Promethean situation, none 
of the Promethean character, fives the attentive eye upon 
itself with the same scciet feeling of fidelity to the vast 
aichetype, as Mr. Landor’s “Count Julian.” There is in 
this modern aeiolith the same jcwclly lu&tie, vliich cannot 
be mistaken ; the same “ non imitahile fulgur^' and the 
same character of “ fiactuie,” or cleavage^ as mineralogists 
speak, for its beaming iridescent grandeur, redoubling under 
the crush of misery. The colour and the coruscation aie 
the same when splintered by violence ; the tones of the 

rocky ^ harp are the same when swept by sorrow. There is 

------•-- 

* harp :'^—Theieare no^\ Lnonn other cases beside the 

ancient one of Memnon’s statue, in which tho “ deep grooved ” 
granites, or even the shifting sands of wildornesses, utter mjbterious 
music to Piis that wat^ li and wait for the proper combination of cir¬ 
cumstances_See some travels, I forget whose, in the neighbourhood 

of Mount Sinai and its ciicumjaconcies. 
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the same spirit of heavenly persecution against his enemy, 
persecution that would have hung upon his rear, and 
“ bum’d after him to the bottomless pit,” though it had 
yawned for both ; there is the same gulf fixed between the 
possibilities of their reconciliation, the same immortality of 
resistance, the same eternity of abysmal sorrow. Did Mr 
Landor consciomly^ cherish this iEschyloau ideal in com¬ 
posing ** Count Julian I know not : there it is. 
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